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PEEPACE. 


Tins little work forma a part of the senes prepared 
by the Calcutta Christian vSchool Book Socibi'y for 
those schools and colleges of Bengal, whose education is 
not only scientific but religious, and made suitable 
for the special circumstances m which their scholars 
and students are placed. It is compiled therefore on 
tho principles adopted by the Society, and is intended 
to furnish a sliort Introduction to the study of Eng- 
lish Poetry. 

In the ai rangetiient of its extracts, no one of the 
usual modes of classification has been adopted For 
first, it IS a most difficult thing to adopt any strict me- 
thod of classification at all. Some pieces may fall ex- 
clusively under the Didactic, the Narrative, the Eeli- 
gious, the Humorous or the Pathetic, but many poetic 
compositions partake of several of these characters at 
once , while others are neither of one special kind nor 
another, but have to be ranked with the ' Miscellane- 
ous.' Again, such classification is scarcely needed in a 
work with aims like those of the present one. It is a 
work, intended to be read right through j and in order 
to make such a process agreeable, the different styles 
of poetry have been mingled together, in such a way 
that pieces of different kinds appear in conjunction, 
while those of a similar character occur at regular 
intervals throughout. At the same time, to assist 
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tliose wlio prefei' moi’e systematic poetic readirig, a 
Classified Index has been subjoined, m whicli all the 
selections ave arranged according to their respective 
characters. 

For the help both of teachers and scholars, a short 
Introduction has been written on the various aids to 
the expression of poetic thought, including Metaphors 
and Tt ope% the choice of peculiar woi ds, and the musi- 
cal cadence of Meti e. The account of the Metres has 
been greatly enlarged in the present edition. 

Another feature in the present work, which may 
perhaps add to its value for the natives of tins country, 
IS the short notices, in vanons parts, of the writers 
whose pieces make up the volume By their means 
the student will be introduced not only to an author’s 
compositions, but to the author himself. Many of the 
Standard English poets have thus been noticed. 

But few selections have been made fron two of our 
best English poets, Cowter and Milton ; and that for 
the following reason. As the poems of Gowper, and 
* Paradise Lost? are read in all schools that supply a 
Christian education, and can be obtained in Calcutta 
for a very small sum, it was thought desirable to oc- 
cupy the limited space of this volume with contribu- 
tions from sources less accessible to native scholars. 
Fiom other authors of celebrated names no selections 
have been made at all. To form a poetic taste it is 
not needed that all writers of poetry should be studied, 
nliatever be their personal character or the tendency 
of tho.r wntidgs, With one single exception therefore, 
and that having a particular reason, no writers have 
been quoted, the prevailing tendency of whose produc- 
tions is adverse to pure religion or sound morality^ 
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liowcvci* groflifc Difiy liavG boGu tliGir gGnms or 6xa>Ii)od 
thGir position. Our great dramatist, also, has been ex- 
cluded under the idea, that to introduce the unformed 
minds of the young into the dramatic circle, is not ne- 
cessary for the proper education either of their morals 
or thoir taste, both of which may be well cultivated by 
less doubtful methods of tuition. 

The more the subject is examined, the deeper will 
be our conviction of the great quantity and variety of 
good English poetry. If but few have risen to the 
highest places among English poets, the number of 
those who follow close behind them is immense, and 
includes numerous female ds well as male writers. All 
that could be done therefore withm the narrow limits 
prescribed to tbis work, was to give a few of the gems 
of English poetiy, with several simpler pieces suitable 
to guide and inform the mind of a young reader. 
Having read these selections and learned something of 
their authors, he will be able to proceed to the complete 
works of the poets themselves. Or should he prefer 
a wider range of general information, the admirable 
^ Gtjchpcedia of English Literaiut e’ published by the 
Messrs. Chambers, to which this work is much in- 
debted, and which edn be readily obtained in Calcutta, 
will supply him with an immense store of the best selec- 
tions. 




INTEODUCTIOK 


Poetry has existed among all nations fiom the lemotcst 
ages. It is a natuial offspnng of the human mind , hut as 
■with othei fundamental and oiigmal products of that mind, 
men find gieat difficulty in exactly defimng what it is It 
is not denved fiom the Judgment, though often placed un- 
der its "Wise control It is chiefly the offspiing of the Ima- 
gination; and as this great faculty of the mmd, whether 
exerted on the past oi the future, ever invests its objects 
with a fictitious beauty and feivom, in the productions of 
poetiy we look for more than the bare descnptrons of ac- 
tual sober fact It is the woik of the histoiian to descnbe 
faithfully what was oi is in natuie , and of the plulosopher 
to anatyse visible lesults and to draw out the causes whence 
they spring But the paintei lemoves from the landscapes 
winch he copies those blenushes which offend his lefincd 
taste, while he adds beauties diawn not from them but from 
distant scenes and the poet, in his descriptions, inipioi es 
on iiatiue, omits what is trivial, thiows into strongei light 
what is important, embellishes each scene with a beauty and 
peifection not found in fact, and associates with the nhole 
the feehngs and impressions which it is calculated to inspiic. 
It' IS only in poetiy and painting that ideal standnuls arc 
attained Thus Bacon says, “Because the acts oi eients 
of true history have not that magnitude which "satislieth the 
mind of man, Poesy feigneth acts and events greater and mom 
heioical. Because true liistorj’ propoundeth the successes 
and the issues of actions not so agreeable to the ments of 
Yiitiie and ^^ce, therefore Poesy feigneth them more just 



in retri'bution and more accoiding to levealed Plo^ddel^ce. 
Because true lustoiy lepiesentetli actions and events moie 
ordmaiy and less inteiclianged, tlieiefore Poesy enduetli 
tliem vritli moie lareness. So it appeaictli tliat Poesy ser^’-- 
etli and conienetli to magnanimity, to moiality and to 
delectation And tlierefoie it was evei tliotiglit to have * 
some paiticipation of divineness , because it doth laise and 
elect the mind hy submitting the shows of things to the 
desiies of the mind ; whereas Season doth buckle and bot? 
the mind unto the natuie of things.” Poetical descnp- 
tious must be based upon natme, though they exhibit 
natuie m its highest forms. Tliey must also be so diawn 
as to interest the heait’s affections and sympathies. The 
passions and emotions of men aie the gieat souices of plea- 
sure and pain, and aie the prime movers of the will To 
touch them, therefore, is the surest way to make moral 
beings feel and act. When the mind feels stiongly it 
speaks stiongly; its language is feiwent and impassioned. 
Hence poetry, as the faithful expression of the higher feel- 
ings of the heait, guided by the judgment and aided by 
imagination, employs a language and style superior to the 
common modes of address. To undeistand it nghtly and 
to pioperly appreciate its value, seveial ciicumstances con- 
nected with it must receive an attentive study. 

1. The Biffeeent Species op Pobtuy. 

There aie different classes of objects by which the im- 
passioned or the tender out-pounngs of the mind are called 
forth Hence anse vatious Tc^nds of poetry pecuhaily 
adapted to each class 

Epic poetry takes up some gieat subject, and foi the in- 
struction and amusement of its readeis, desciibes in the 
form of a narrative, the various incidents which the pio- 
gress of its history involves. To prove interesting, this 
naiTative must mclude a variety of events calculated to 
draw the attention and arouse the emotions of the reader’s 


mind. Tlie exmnples of sucli Epic poems oie not few. In 
the Uiadj Homei has described tlie siege of the gieat city 
of Tioy in the Odyssey he nanates the wanderings of the 
lieio Ulysses. Vugil, in the Miueid^ shows the ongm of 
the gieat Erapiie of Rome as connected with the exile and 
flight of j®neas, the son of Ancluses In his Jetusahm 
Deliveied, Tasso diiected the attention of his age to the 
exploits and the dangers of the Orasadei’s whom they so 
gieatly admiied. In the Rdmdyan^ Talmilc has naiiated 
tlie events which follow the seizane of Bitd by Raban, the 
king of Lanka, including the consequent expedition of 
Ram to that island In the Malidhhdi at, we read of the 
gieat stiuggle foi domimon between the Pandiis and Kunis 
which ended in the battle of Kdruldietia. But the gieatest 
subject ever chosen foi an Epic poem is that of Milton’s 
Paiadtse Lost , — the fall and lecoveiy of the human lace, 
and the wonderful excellence with which the poet executed 
his woik has also laised Ins poem to a highei lank than 
any othei pioduction of the land. 

Another important class of poems aie the LrnicAi On* 

. ginally these poems, as the name implies, wcio intended to 
be sung and to be accompanied by instiumeiital music; 
they include seveial vaiieties, as, odes, hymns and songs 
Odes aie a veiy ancient species of poctiy , they were pio- 
bably employed at first to ex^ness, mth jnopei foivoiii, the 
tlianlcsgmngs of men foi benefits received fiom God, or 
to extol the peifoctions. and desenbo the gieat acts of God. 
Of this kind aie many of the Psalms of David Other 
Psalms weie piepaied for special occasions, as uhen the 
Isiaelites jouiiieyed to Jeiusalem to celebrate theii so- 
lemn feasts , 01 biought up the Aik of God in tiiumph to 
the Tabernacle piejiaied foi its icception At picscnt 
seveial varieties of ode aie adopted among poets , some ot 
a lightei chaiactei ; otheis moie giave and solemn The 
liioie sublime odes take up gieat subjects, and as is iiatmal 
where the heart is stiiicd by lofty themes and stiains of 
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mtisic, they allow of lapid faansitions of thonght and of 
stiong and passionate language Of tlie lighter lands aie 
the celebrated odes of Sappho and Anacieon in ancient 
days , and those of Griay, Collins and othei English poets 
in modem times Two oi tluee such aie contained in the 
present woik Of the more lofty odes, the most celehiated 
ancient mitei was Pindar We have an example in the 
Song of Miiiam on the shore of the Red Sea Another 
lUustiation, the ‘ Ode to the Passions' by Collins, is con- 
tained in this volume , hut the finest example m the Bng- 
hsh language is the Ode by Dryden, entitled ‘ Alexander 's 
Feastf and intended to illustiate the power of music 

Elegies constitute a third variety of poems, called forth 
by occasions of sadness. Agieeahle to the state of the- 
mind in such cases, these poems are simple in structuie 
and possess a mournful and plaintive tone they also usual- 
ly contain short descriptions and addi esses to persons con- 
nected with the subject in hand The veise should he 
fieed fiom all harshness, should nin easily and smoothly 
foiwaid, and its sounds expiess a tender state of feeling. 
The ‘ Elegy' of Gray contained in this volume. No 44, is 
the most beautiful specimen in the English language 

Other lauds of poems aie the Pastoeal, which speak of 
rmal hfe, the feelings which it calls forth, and the tian- 
quillity which is said to attend it , the Descriptive, ivliich 
pictuie scenes and locahties invested with a pectdiai in- 
teicst , and Fables, which, with a moral end in ^^.ew, make 
use of imaginary chaiacters and scenes Didactic poems 
are those which have instiuction as then pai-ticulai end. 
Some of these iclate to moial conduct , otheis to philoso- 
phical speculations , others to the lecreations or business of 
life, others to the nature and rules of sound hteraiy cii- 
ticisin 

To cxpiess these thoughts of vaiious kinds in a manner 
suitable to then importance. Poetry calls in certain aids, 
especially two, Language pecuhai in its diameter and pe- 



culliu in its sound XJndei tlie foiinei aio included hopes 
aiid figuies, as well as woids confined almost entuely to 
poetiy undci the latter, the varieties of cadence and 
musical sound termed, niehe Of all these aids, we shall 
now speak. 

2 Ox THE L.<IN61JAQE OP PoBTHY 

Metaphors, similes, tropes and pigurbs are found 
in all hteiatuie They appeal necessaiy not only to the 
most beautiful expiession of human thought, but to its 
complete expiession. The employment of the same woid 
in diffeient senses, adds to the power of a language, with- 
out mcieasing the numbei of its woids Besides figurative 
language is most pleasing to the mind , and even illiterate 
men constantly apply to one pm suit or class of ciicum- 
stances the technical language which belongs only to an- 
other. Such language, too, often expi esses a tliought with 
gieat bievity, and is theiefoie calculated to increase the 
impiession which a ivntei or oratoi wishes to make Bif- 
fuseness is evei weaiisome, but eneigetic language briefly 
expressed, both draws attention and maintains it the j>ri- 
raaiy thought being accompamed by a numbei of accessoiies 
which render its meaning clearei and produce a deepei 
impiession. Metaphors in composition are like colour to 
a painting An histoiical iviitei, spealnng of the effect 
pioduced on the English nation by the faithlessness of 
Chailes I, says “ The vessel was now full, and tins last 
drop made the waters of bitterness to oveifiow " In few 
words he depicts vividly the wrongs of the nation, the pro- 
vocation they had endured, and the resentment uith ivlnch 
they were filled. Wlien Giay declaies, in his ‘ Elegy,’ that 
‘ the paths of glory lead but to the grave,’ he reminds us 
that those paths are numeious, but though multitudes may 
tread them with aidour they all converge to one point, the 
giave, which all men feai. Wlien Jesus Chiist asserts ‘I 
am the light of the world,’ he points out that the world is 





moially m daikncss, tliat lie is tlic sun rcfiuiiecl to di^peisc 
It, aWe to give light unto all, abiding as a stead)' constant 
bo-lit, in whose blight beams all the woik of the chnstian 
life can be faithfully peiformed Wlien the eaily cliiis- 
tians called then buiial giounds, ‘ a cemeteiy,’ or ‘ place 
of sleep,’ they cxpiessed in the most cneigetic language, 
that a chiistian is like a labouiei, ■woilting foi his master , 
when his voik is done, he letiies to a scene of rest and re- 
pose, and when the night of the woild is over, he shall 
wake again to sleep no more. Many woids employed in a 
figuiative sense aie constantly in use. We fiequently 
speak of a piercing judgment, a striLing countenance, a clear 
head, a stony heart We ghto "With earnestness, me heated 
with anger, are chilled ivith honoi. We svjcII inth piide, 
aie petrified nuth astonishment, ihunder-sliucL mth sui- 
piise, melted by pity, tossed vnth imcertainty, and dead mth 
flight We walk thiough the woild by the light of Icnow- 
ledge, make hope oui anchor in times of doubt, and piesene 
ouiselves fiom spiritual enemies by the shield of faith. 

A fanciful illustiation of the woiking out of a figuic in 
detail, is the following passage in which life is compaied 
to the manners and dress of the old palmers, who u ent on 
pilgnmagc to Palestine 

^ “ Give me my scallop shell of qmet, 

5Iy staff of truth to walk upon , 

My Bonp of joy, immortal diet, 

My bottle of salvation , 

My gown of glory, hope’s true gage, 

And thus I’ll take my pilgrimage." 

Poetry in its higher forms employs especially thice kinds 
of figures, the apostrophe, prosopopoeia and hyperlole By 
apostrophe is meant the addressing an inanimate object as 
if able to heal us, or an absent peison as if piesent The 
piophet Jeremiah employs it, when after finding that his 
countrymen refused to hear the wainings of God, he ad- 
dresses himself to their land itself as a intness “0 eaitli 
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eaith, earth; hear the word of the Lol'd.” In Paradise 
Lostf Eve, when q^uitting Eden, addresses with the most 
impassioned giief the floweis she had nnituied and the 
bower wheie she had lived The figiue termed posojpopoeia 
IS alon to the apostrophe. It consists in spealang of in- 
animate objects, as ’if they possessed life and leason Not 
only the sun, moon, sea and othei material objects are thus 
treated, but the emotions of the mind are so employed An 
excellent illustration both of apostrophe and piosopopoaa 
is seen in this volnme, in Campbell’s poem, On the vieio 
of the sea fom St Leonard's, Other illtrstiations also 
abound in it The hypeihole springs from the natural ten- 
dency of the mind to put its views m a strong light and 
make them cany a stiong conviction to the minds of others. 
It 18 expressive of the strength and vigour of the emotions 
thoroughly aroused. Some passions make then objects ap- 
pear moie important than they leally are, others on the 
contiary, make them less so in each case we have hyper- 
bole. 

These figuies suggest agieeable images, they give great 
vaiiety to poetic language , lendei it more lively and light , 
exhibit the deep feelings of the mind in vivid colouis, and 
thus aid poetry to accomplish its great object, the pioduc- 
tioii of powerful impressions 

PoEiic Words. 

Anothei peculiauty ofthe language of poetry is the use 
of POETIC WORDS Ijaiiguage is the expression of thought , 
and as common words aie used for common things, philoso- 
phical ivoids in plulosophj-, and vulgai teims by the vulgar, 
so the imagination has had leserved, foi its nse, some terras 
not generally employed in othei than the productions of 
poesy 

1 Sometimes it employs a pecuhar idtom, it may he a for- 
eign one Thus in the line, ‘ Into what pit thou seest from 
what height fallen,’ Milton makes Ube of an idiom which is 
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not Englisli, but is common in G^ieelc and Bengali In the 
cxtiact No. 81, we have tlie very poetical expiession, 

‘ Aladdin s lamjp of powei,’ wbicb is a Hebrevr idiom, 
numerous illnstiations of wliicli may be found in tbe Eng- 
lish Bible. The most common of these peculiar idioms aie 

thefollomng* . x j * a 

a The abbreviated expression wJiat Ume instead qt m 

ilic hme when f 

Thus in Paiadise Lost, i 34 * 

« He it -was whose gmle, 

Stirred up mth envy and revenge, deceived 
The mothei of mankind, what time his piide 
Had east him out fiom Heaven, with all lus host 
Of rebel angel^’* 

Again in Comus . 

« Two such I saw, what time the laboured ox 
In Ins loose traces from the farrow came.” 

1) In poetry the doxibh negative is not unfrequent. 

In Pax Lost, i 335, occm the following lines . 

“ Hor did they not pereeive the evil plight 
In uhich they were, or the fierce pains not feel ’* 

c The axitecedent of a x elahve is often omitted 
In Saxnson Agonistes the foUoumg instances occiu : 

“ But what more oft in nations grown corrupt, 

Than to despise oi envy or eaapeet 
■Whom God hath of his special faiour raised 
As tboir deliverer.” 

“Just are the ways of God 
And justifiable to men. 

Unless there be who think not God at all ” 

ft Tlie expressions xvexe for xvoxtld le, and hadlecxx for 
•lould 6 cch , aic more common than in piose. Thus in 
2^ti). Lost, X 1055 

” With labour I must cam 
51} breads what haimP Idleness bad been worse- 
Jly labour will sustain me.” 



Again ; x. 798 : 

“ Can lie make deatMesa deabli ? Tliai were io make 
Shange contradiction, which to God himself 
Impossible iS held.” 

€ Invasion is exceedingly common, and pecnliaily 
distinguishes poetic fiom piose compositions. The nomi- 
native case instead of piecedmg the veib, frequently follows 
it the adjective and participle also fiequently follow their 
noun while the objective case is often found to piecede 
the veih which governs it. By this process greater dig- 
nity and grace are seemed 

Paradise Lost abounds with illustrations; but we give 
only two. Book xi 806 . 

•* So all shall tnm degenerate, all depraved, 

Jnstice and temperance, truth and faith, forgot j 
One man except, the only son of hght, 

In a dark age, against example good. 

Against allurement, custom and a world 
Offended, fearless of reproach and scoin 
Oi violcnco, ho of their wicked ways 
Shall them admonish and before them set 
The paths of righteoasnoss, how much moie safe. 

And full of peace, denouncmg wrath to come 
On then impenitence ; and shall return 
Of them derided, but of God obsei ved, 

The one just man alive.” 


Again i 396 ; 

** Him the Ammonite 
Worshipt in Habbn and her watery plain. 

In Argob and in Basan, to the stream. 

Of utmost Arnon , nor content with snoli 
Audacious neighbouihood, the wisest heart 
Of Solomon ho led by fraud to build 
His temple right against the temple of God, 

On the opprobrious lull ; and made his giovc, 
The pleasant valley of Hinnom , Tophet thence, 
black Gehenna called, the type of Hell 



/. Besides tlie aljove idioms, theie occiii fieqiibnt 
e???pscs lu poetry , paiticiples, piepositions, and even veiTis 
■being omitted, in oidei to secnie gieatei bievity and con- 
centiation of language. It is owing to these ellipses and 
to the numerous inversions, that poetic liteiatuie is so 
much moie difficult to heginneis than prose 

5 Again some wOids aie slightly altered fiom their 
oidmaiy form by adding a syllable oi by cutting one off. 
Hence the fomis afft ight^ disport^ doivet , martsh, (maish) 
and enchazn hence also vote (ior valley), taige, gtot^ 
cltviey^ii'ump) Jiolic (’fiolicsome_), pta/in ("complain), otentj 
mid, dv$l, spoitsed, dieai, diead (dieaded), helm, morn, 
eve, eJ)on, empi tse, paged, mead (meadow), illume, ope^ 
(open), piavity, quest, auxihar, hoar (hoaiy), hide and 
scape (escape) 

3 Others which in former days weie common aie now 
seldom used except by poets Among these we find afield, 
amain, anon, aye, lehest, hidal, dame, fell (wicked), gate 
(blood), host (aimy), lamlhm, lay (poem), lea, gleam, 
mam (sea), meed, plod, athwart, hhthe, "brand (swoid), 
biahe, bundled, taiol, danh, dight (bedecked), ingle, kine, 
mazy, quite, (a veib), rebeck, ruthless, rue, scrip, sojourn, 
smite, speed (a veib), save (except), spray (twig), strain 
(song), swam, stiand, thiall, thrill, wail, weltet, waible, 
uayiiaid, woo, the while, ycl^t, yon, yore, wit (to know), 
and wight 

4 Otheis, poetical only, are not commonly used such 
as ariowy, attune, bouin, bosky, besprent, heezy, circlet, 
clauon, coursei, dailhng, daiksome, dell, dewy, despite, 
dingle, elf, emblaze, emboioei, fan (wing), flowret, glade, 
impeail, Itn (Icnow), lingly, lore, madding, nightly, noise- 

pinion (wing), shadowy, sheen, slwnberous, stoeamy, 
Slant, tail ny, upland, upsioell, welkin, whilome, wilder 
(a \erl)), and viewless 

5 Otheis pccuhai to poetiy are fiom the Greek, Latin 
mdFicnch languages; such as clang, clangor, choml, cull, 
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horeal, cUie, debonair, horrent, ensanguined,' facile, gust, ' ire, 
lave, nymph, onent, panoply, pensile, poit, prime, Philomel, 
infuuate, gocmd, ladiani, lapt, lecieant, ledolent, reful- 
gent, sylvan, veidant, vernal, volant, zephyr, and zone 

6 Compound epithets aie also an important part of 
poetic language, though hy no means peculiai to it Thus 
we find, awe-siiuch, amber -diopping, coial-paven, dew-be- 
spient, empty-vaulted night, flowery-hirtled Naiades, ivy- 
mantled, moss-giown, rosy-fingered, heait-easing mirth, silver- 
shafted Dian, snahy-headed Groigon, many-sounding, bright- 
eyed, stiaw-huilt, sun-clad, sight-gladdemng, night-foundered, 
spint-stming, incense-heathing, heaven-taught 

7 Finally to add to the dignity of poetry many con- 
tiactions common in oidinaiy conversation aie excluded, 
and the full expiessions only aie allowed Such woids as 
sha'ni (shall not) Til (I will), we'd (we would), Tm 
(I am), he's (he is), and the like, aie reckoned marks of 
had taste On the othei hand, the woids o'er, ne'er and 
c’ei aie veiy common , and the expression there's is not un- 
fiequent 

These peculiar words, howevei, are not essential to good 
poetiy Then occasional use selves to indicate the tone 
of the thoughts which the poet expresses , and to dignify 
and adoin a poem, as raie gems adoin a diess ivhicli in 
itself IS rich and beautiful But many of the most noble 
passages of English poetiy contain only woids which are 
employed in piose wiitings and in common life , and 
which the illiterate can easily understand The great 
superiority of such passages arises solely from the thoughts 
they contain and from the grace with which the words that 
express them aie combined together. 

3 The Metres op Poetry. 

Anothei aid to the expression of poetic thought is 
'METRE Sweetness of sound is alwaj^s pleasant to the eai, 
and words can be so combined as to produce such sound. 
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This comhination is called versification. Veisiflcation is 
not essential to poetry, tliougli it is so to its peifect ex- 
pression Demosthenes declared * Versification is to 
poetry what bloom is to the bnman countenance ’ and 
Solace impbes that it is to poetiy what colours are to a 
painting In English versification two things have to be 
considered, rhyme and iliyihm JRhyme denotes the simi- 
lar sound at the ends of pairs of verses , rhythm denotes 
the musical flow of a veise thioughout The ancient poets 
had no rhyme in their verses , they adopted only the 
musical flow of rhythm English poets sometimes employ 
only rhythm, but very frequently make use of both. 

To understand how musical sound in language is pro- 
duced, let us considei the fundamental basis on which it 
lests The syllables of words are pronounced with more 
or less emphasis and take a shortei or longer time to uttei 
they have from this circumstance been divided for metrical 
purposes into long and shoi t , those to which custom gives 
more stress being reckoned long , those which are passed 
over more rapidly being counted short Only these two 
kinds of syllables exist , and it is from the mode, in which 
they are combined and succeed one anothei, that we derive 
all the varieties of the ihythm of language, from the harshest 
sounds to the most sweet The following symbols have 
also been adopted for them ( — ') put over a syllable 
denotes that it is long in the same way shows that 

it is short Two oi more of these syllables coming toge- 
ther make a foot , and Uoo feet equal one meti e A verse 
composed of two metres is called Dimeter , containing 
three, it is Trimeter, if it has four. Tetrameter At the 
same time, one peculiai species of verse, which contains 
only three metres, but six feet, is called Hexameter. 

The vanons lands of feet aie foimed fiom the combina- 
tion of the long and short syllables by twos or threes A 
short S3 liable pieceding a long one (u— -) makes up the 
metncal foot called Iambus, a long preceding a short 
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(— o) is called a Trochee. Two long syllables together 

( ) make a Spondee and two short (^^ v^) a PraRnic. 

Two short pieceding one long (uv>— ) foim an ANAPiESi , 
one long 2 neceding two short ( — ov/) a Dacti'd 
T hese aie the most common feet. Others aie as fol- 
lows . a ihi acli o o) , an AmpJnh ach (y — kj) , a 

(7» eizc foot, called also .4flJ237iin2acej , is ( — u— ). In lead- 
ing the inetie of poetiy (a piocess called scanning') two 
short syllables aie consideied equiA^alent to one long in 
point of time theiefoie, th.e Iambus Trochee and Tnbrach 
aie equal to one another , so also aie the Anapa;st, Dactyl 
and Spondee An instructive and easily lemembeied illus- 
tiation of these feet is given by Mi Coleiidge. 

Tiochee | tiips fiom I long to | shoit || 

Fiom long to long in solemn sort 

Slow Spon j dee stall® , | stiong foot ! | yet ill | ablS, || 

Ev& t6 I come ftp with j Dactjl tii I syllable || 

I-am I bics march ( from short | to long , (( 

With a leap | and a bound | the swift a | nipaests throng || 
One sylla | ble long, with j one shoit at | each side, || 
Amphibia ( chys hastes with ( a stiitely | stride , || 

Fiist and last | being long, | middle shoit, ( Amjjlumii ] cSi || 
Stiikes his thun j deiing, hoofs ) like a pioud j high-bred 
la I cei I 

An important question aiises here How is a long sylla- 
ble to be known fioin a short one ? Among the Greek and 
Latm poets generally a rule existed that a von^ lefoie 
two consonants ts long , a rule which is true also in Bengali 
But in En glish the rule is that all accented sgllables, that 
IS, sjdlables on which a stress is laid in pronouncing them, 
aie long, while unaccented syllables are short In Eng- 
lish vei'se theiefoie, we have to look entiiely to the number 
of accented syllables 

The various feet enumeiated above produce, iihcn 
sounded, a very different impiession on the e.u , a difier- 
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ende inci eased "by tlieh lepetition On tliis account tliey 
have "been fonned into systems apiilicable to the vaiious 
subjects and styles of poetry On the basis of the lamhm, 
■we have Iambic Dimetei, composed of veises made up of 
four Iambic feet also Iambic Tmmetei^ made up of six 
such feet, and Iambic Tetiameter, including eight Iambic 
feet By cutting off half a foot fiom each of these we have 
Iambic Dimeter Gatalechc, Iambic Trimetei Gatalectic, and 
Iambic Tetrameter Gatalectic The same ivith Tiocliees. 
Fiom the Anapcest we have AriapcBstic Tetiametei and 
Sexameter , fiom the Dactyl^ Dactyllic Hexameter Spon- 
dees can make up no system by themselves, being natuially 
slow and heavy they aie used only as a vaiiety in the 
BactyUic and Anapaistic veises. So also aie Tubiachs 
and Pyrrhics. 

Iambic Dimeter. 

___ ^ _ 

This metie is very common m the minor English poems. 

The verses, if perfectly regular, should each contain two 
Iambic metres , that is, four Iambic feet Thus 



Such perfect hues are exceedingly numerous , but irre- 
gulanties also are frequent. Thus a Tiochee is sometimes 
placed in the fiist foot of a line The Pyiihic, Anapeest 
and Spondee are pretty common, and may be found in any 
part of the line The following lines are examples 

a. Puie Iambic Dimeter 

But Lin j den saw \\ ano j ther sight || 

Comman | ding fixes || 6f death | to light 
The foun { tain’s fall jj , th6 riv \ ei’s flow jj 
The woo I dy Val || leys wai-m ) and low )) 

I Tiochee in the fust foot. 

See on 1 the moun |) tain’s sou ( them side j| 

Moving I uthnart 1| the eve j ning sky || 


^^h^ugs ttiG j not 5l jj ways done ( by staits |j 
Floating ( like foam |j fipon j M wave jj 

c. Sjwndccs and P^}t7itcs, 

Fill flushed I the led jj aitil j 

Of tho j stem strife Jj Sad cai j nage dieai |j 

Thiee sov j cull w«i jj uiu^s you j shall have jj 

d. The Aiiapcest. 

Shull nia j nf an age jj that wail j piolong jj 
And inooicd j bdnefith jj the tarn j axhid bough jj 
Coleiidge’s Chustahel colitains nnmeious hue s of this 
kind, though wiitten in Iambic Dimetei 

And plea j siiies flow in jj so thick j and fast jj 
PSihaps j too piet jj ty to foice j t6g§ j th& jj 
To mht j tei and mock jj il bi6 j ken charm jj 
To dal I ly 'svith mong jj that does j no haim jj 
lanibie Trimeteri 

This veisc was veiy common among the G-ieek poets, 
but IS laio among those of England. The present volume 
contains one example; No 89, The Tyiohse Evening 
Hymn Anothei jnece, No 89, The Ftlgiim Fatheis^ 
contains a niixtmo of the Ihmbio Tnmetei and Ballad 
Metres Both pieces contain illustiiitions of the regular' 
verses, and of the niegulaiities mentioned abovei 

a. Blit lest j niord sweet jj Snd still | thSir § jj Ver night f 
fiill gave jj 

5. Come to j the sun jj s&t tiee; j thg day jj is past j Snd 
gone II 

Not as j the fly jj ing come j in si jj lence and j in fear jj 

c. Yes 1 time j fill is jj th§ sound J that dwells jj in whis- | 

pSiing boughs jj 

What sought 1 they thus jj a far j bright jew jj els of | 
the mine jj 

d. The wood j man’s axe jj lies free | and thS lea jj per's 

work j is done jj 

And the hea j vy night jj hung dark j , the hills || and 
wa- I tei-s o’er jj 
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JBallad Metre, 

The Iambic measme •vfrhich contains seven Imilic feet ]& 
called Ballad Metie^ from being extensively empldyed in 
the old English poems laioivn by that name It is a nietid 
of very simple structure, flows Avith gieat ease, and SO 
divides the veise as greatly to assist the memoiy No 
poems seem so easily learned as English ballads. Each 
Iambic hne may be pnnted in a single line, as is the case in 
No 96. Iviy thus ; 

Hun ah ! hunah ! the day is ours Mayennehath turned 
his lein. 

But the common piactice is to pnnt a complete line of 
Seven feet in two lines, with foui feet in the fiist pait and 
three in the second And this being lepeated, the four 
lines compose what is sometimes called a verse oi stanza. 
Thus in No. 14, The Bainhow : 

When o’er the ^eeii nndeluged earth, 

Heaven’s covenant thou didst shine ; 
fiow canle the woild’s giey fatheis foith 
To watch thy sacied sign 

The following pieces in the present volume aie wiitteii 
in this metie 

2 The Somes of England. 6l Gt at'dvde to God 

5 The FakenJiam Ghostt 66 Horattus Codes 

14 The Bainhow TO The Common Lot. 

23. “ Ye Mariners of Eng- 76 The Vetetan Tar. 

land." 80 Weh-S^^inner 

35 The graves of ahouse- Napoleon^ s Grave, 

hold 96. Ivry. 

38 Gelert's Grave, 

The following are examples of legular lines, and of the 
Various inegulanties iihich are most common 

a. Begular lines 

HuiTdh I I huirah ! || a sin | gle field || hath turned ( the 
chance || of wai. j| 


X 
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!E5c1i mo I tliei held j[ Sloft j her child, jf 
To hless I the how | of Q-od. || 

NowQ-od [ hepiaised, jjthdday | isouis ||M5yeime ] 
hath turned j his lem || 

Oh ! wheie | dq& faith |( ful Gre j leii loain, (( 

The flower [ of all ( his race, 
p Tioc7iee m iihe Grab foot. 

Press ryh&e j y§ see ([ my white } iflume shine J) 

amid | th6 ranks j of uni |j 
Bora in | a time |j when blood j and crime j( 

Raged through j thy realm ] at will || 

‘^’inreir in | the slip || pery path ) of youth || 

With heed ( ISss steps j I ran. |I 

c. Sj)oiidees andPi/r’j7wcs. 

Ho ! gal j lant no {( hies of j ^he League H look that j 
3 '^our spears | he bright || 

|l6w gl5 I riops is |j thy gh J did, cast || 

Odi moun j fain, tower j Snd town (j 
And in | the thick |j dst car ( nSge blazed |) tbd helm j 
et of j Navarre || 

And will I ye from || his rest | dare call || 

The thun | ddibolt | of w'ai )) 

d, Ana'gcB^ts especially at the commencement. 

When a band ( of ex || ilds moored ( thori bark j| 

On the wild | New Eng j land shore )) 

And ma j ny d brack, {{ and ma | rij' ii hound {| 
Obeyed j Lldwel [j I^'s honr. || 

Then let \ him rest j| in his state j ly couch )! 

Bdneath the 6 | pen slcy . ({ 

WHrere the wild j waves dash || and the light J nings 
flash II 

And the storms | go wail | ing b} |j 
lairibic Tetrameteu 

The lambic Tetrameter is merely (he double of Ismbic 
Dimeter, and is subject to the same rales and the fc.mie 



iiiegulaiities. la English it is usually piintcd in two 
lines j and in veiscs containing two complete ietiameteis 
each Two examples of the metic me contained in this 
volume ; No 8, the hallad of Gumim JMl • wnl No 90, 
Lady Glare Seveial other pieces, as No 4 ; The Famous 
Victory, No. 24. The Father's Return, and No. 01, 
Gliay’s Ode to Spnng, aie wiitten partly in Metie 

and paitly in lamhic Tehamelei. 
a. Regulai lines 

E6i j fa J thei’s heart }j is stout ] and tniC j{ 

As e \ vei hu U man bo | som laiSw . |j 
ThS eas | tem flowcis (| that shame J the sun. 

Ale not 1 so glow [j ing, not j so fail || 
h. Tiochee. 

“Woe was 1 the liofii jj foi no | vti more || 

That hap 1 less Conn jj toss e’oi | w as seen, jj 
Silv&ed j thd walls jj of Cum j noi Hfdl Jj 
And ma j n^ an oak || that glow | thereby, 
c. Spondees and Pyrihics 

Shout, ba I bj', shout || and clap j thy hands jj 
Eor fa j ther on jj the tin os j hold stands jj 
’Tis some j pooi fel jj low’s scull, j said he, jj 
Who fell 1 in the jj great vie | tory. jj 
d Anapassts, 

And like j the biid || that haunts | thS thom (| 

So mer } rily sang jj the live ) long day |j 
Loid Ron, j aid is heir jj 6f all j yofii lands jj 
And y5u j aie not jj the La j dy Claie. jj 
lamlic Tetrametei Catalectic 

This metie is exceedingly like the meaWe last de- 
sciibed since it differs fiom it only in wanting the last 
long syllable But this enables it to make quite a diffeient 
impiession on the mind , and as the defect in the sound is 
allied to the ludicrous, the Latm poets emjiloyed the metie 



XXV 


in the comic poitions of then plaj's, and called it the Goimc 
seitlenarius It is extensively employed foi the same 
puiposc in English, and many of the songs most popnlai 
among the common people aie composed on its rules. 
Theie is hut one piece in the piesent volume that illustiates 
it, No 48. The Old Cottage Oloch This little poem con- 
tains a great admixtuio of Anapaists ivitli the legulai 
Iambic feet, and it is thus lendeied lively and spuited 

a. Its lieait [ boats on || thoiigh heiii-ts ) are goiie|| 

That ivai | mei beat H and young | ei || 
i Tick tick, j it said , || f[uick, oiit | of bed |l 
F6i five I I’ve gi || ven ivai [ ning [j 
c. Yoii’ll lie i vei have healtli,l| you’ll ne | vei get wealthjl 
Unless I you’ie iip soon jj in the mor ] ning || 


Seioic Measuie. 

This teim is applied to that foim of Iambic metre, m 
xvhicli iieaily all the laigei English poems have been iviit- 
ten such as Taiadise Jjost, and Faiadise Begatned ; 
Thomson’s Seasons, Ooivpei’s Tash, Young’s Niqht 
Thoughts, Bogei’s Italy, Campbell’s PleasmesofEope 
Woidswortli’s Evciii’non, and Southey’s Joan of Arc and 
Madoc Eveiy line should contain ten syllables or five 
lamhcfeet In the true Eewto MeUe the lines oi veises 
do not ihyme But in some poems the ihyme also is 
intioduced, and the veises aie 

This IS the case in Ci ay’s Elegy, ra QoWms s Eclo^ies m 
Pope’s tianslations of the Ihad and Odyssey, and in Diyden s 
Fiigil Nunieious veises aie found in these poems, 
aie peifectly legular but iiregiilanties aie of frequen 
occimence The most common me the Tiochee in the first 
foot, and the PyiJno and in anj' pait of the line 

T> ihachs and Ampessts occiii but raiely The folloiung 
examples. 
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came I still eve | ning on, | and twi | light grey j| 
Ale I per once j he lost | and gained j a Icing \\ 

Tile cm 1 ieiv tolls | the knell | of pai | ting dayH 
The low 1 ingherd | winds slow ] lyo’ei ] the lea 

Lilce Mai j a’s son \ he stood, H 
And shook ( his plumes, | that hear | enly fia- j 

glance filled |{ 

Tlie oil 1 cult wide jj 
Z> Trochees. 

Cursed he ] the gold | aiidsil j vei that | peisuade j| 
These aic ] thyglo | nous worlcs, || PaiSnt | of Gr6odj| 
Fountains, [ and ye ( that nai ( hie as ( ye flow {[ 
Riding 1 siihliine [ , thouhidst | the woild | adoie || 
Echo 1 the moun ] tains round, | the fo [ rest smiles |[ 

c Pyt lines 

Tis chas 1 tit^, ( mj' hio { th&, chas J titjf (j 
Thif heau | ty walks, | thy ten ] dgnigss | and l6ve j{ 

Fui non I deifiil | indeed | aie all | his woiks jj 
As gen j tly as j i mo I th& rocks ] hei child |{ 

d Spondees. 

Long tiills 1 and gush j ing ec | stasies ] of song (( 

Tn the I ividc nastc | as in | the ci j ty fiill || 

Wide flush I the fields, ( the sof | tening au | is balm jj 
Nine dclvs | thgy fell , | confound ( eel cha | os roared jj 

f Tnlnnclis 

Shut pii I liillel to | thS eaith j his dew { ’v'lay || 

1?\ Ins I piC<!tript | a sane j tiiaiy | is flamed jj 
d ust A I hiuhiim and j his seed j non fiist | Ifindjj 
So I, in I cile&s as | to feel | no gia j titude || 

f Aiiupaslf, 

I hin hs j ten to I the pe j iHous tale j again || 
hull nu, I in u floMci | is bom j to blush j finseen jj 



xx\h 


T)ochaic Dimetei, 

All Tiocliaio metie is veiy spmted, licing nom Us stinc- 
tuic full of hfo and eneigj' It is ninth moie dKjointod 
than the Iambic ineties, and does not lead with the ‘sniootli- 
nesb and giace bv udiicb they aie distinguished Very little 
of English poetiy has been mitten in Tiochaic nieties 
the two best iioenis that illnstiate them aie by American 
poets, and aie both of lecent ongiii The Sofiff of Jhaiwfhr 
IS imtten in Tiochmc Dimeia^ and its continuous ilow 
well illustiates the pecuhanties of that veise The mo't 
fiecpient inegulaiity in the verse is the snbatitulion oi the 
line foi the Tiochee. 
a JRegula) Voses 

Faint with j famine || Hia j uatli.i j| 

Stinted j fiom his | bed of ( biruichcs , || 

Like d j ling of || fiie a j loiuul him j) 

Blazed and j flaied the || led ho j lizoii ||. 
b, P^iiliics. 

Tall find | beauti || fulhe j stood thCnc (j 
Lillis I giiiments ((gieen and j yellow (j 
Falls and ) floats ii || poii tho | wntei . )| 

Falls and | sinks in || to its j bosom || 

Tiochaic Dimeter CatalccUc 

Soveial poems in the folloiving collection aie uiittcn cluoflv 
in this metie They aio jSTo 18 The ProiidenUal Cim »f 
God, No 28 The Battle of the Baltic ,'Sio SG Tlo' A'^jnio- 
tions of Youth , and No 96, The Bells. All, houeiei Ipvo 
peifect Dimetei lines scatteied thiough them and the l.i'i 
contains also Tiochaic Tetiametcr Cutahctic uud 

Cietic feet No 22, though wnften clucfli in Iiumio 
Liraetei, contains numeious veiscs of the incscnt moltc 
u Bequlai hues 

Heal th(S I mCllow {| wedding | bells jj 
Thiough the \ balmj jj an Of j night jl 
Each give j each a |j double j chaini Jj 
Ilapp5 j whelihcl JJ wellaic J tails JJ 
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h Pyt lines 

Jlincls aie j of ce || lestial | biitli (( 

Clad in | coloins |l of the | aii )| 

And he | dances || and he | yells || 

Ti ochatc Tetrameter, 

This metie is the double of Trochaic Dimeter and 
follows the same mles A beautiful example is seen m 
Xo 68 The Raven The poem is written in stanzas of 
five lines and a half each , of which the first and third are 
pine Tetrameter , and the second, fourth and fifth are 
Catalectic, the last short syllable being cut off The closing 
half line, forming a land of lefiain, is Dimeter Catalectic. 
The poem of The Bells contams also Teti ametei Catalectic 
lines 

« Tcii ametei Ztnes, both regular and ii regular 

Tell this 1 soul with || sorrow | ladSn, || if with | in thS || 

distant I AidSnn [( 

And the | KavSn || nevai ( flitting, || still is \ sitting (( 

still is I sitting \\ 

ydt the I least 6 || beisance | made he || , not a ( 

minute || stopped or | stayed he || 
b Trochaic Tetrameter Catalectic 

Tell me ] what th;^ \\ lordly j name is || on the j night’s 

Plii I) toniaii ] shore || 

Tis some | visi || tSr on j treating 1| entrance | at my || 

chamber | door || 

Bactylhc Sexametei 

This metre was employed in many important poems 
among ancient classic vn iters Doth the poems of Domei 
and the ASneid of Viigil weie wiitten iii it Bach verse 
consisted of sio. Jeet, either dactyls or spondees The 
ilattrl nns specially appointed to the fifth foot and the 
^jiondce to the sixth but cither spondees or dactyls 
inight occui in any of the other four Pure Dactyllic 
lines aie \cr) uncommon. Attempts hare been made to 
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iutiodiice llns nictic into English veise, hnt ivitliout suc- 
cess. Its gicat looseness is unsuited to the English eai , and 
othei inetics, especially the Iambic, answei much bettei 
to the gcnui.s of the English language One specimen of 
it is gUen iii No 63 Evangeltne. In the classical poems 
the inetiical iiile as to spondees was stiictly observed, 
but in the English Hexametei it will be seen that the 
Tiochee constantly takes their place The follomng is 
the mode of scanning 

Eiuni the cold j Ifikcs dfthS } north, to | sultry j southern 

sa I vunnas || 

Eiom the bleak | shoiesdfthe | sea, td the ( lands wheie 

tbs I Eathei of ) wateis )) 

Seizes the ( hills in his ( hand, find ( diagsthem ( down 

to the j ocean |j 

Among the followng selections. No. 9, ‘ The Mm met 's 
is 'mitten in what may bo teimed Dactylhc Telta- 
meler GatalecUc thus. 

Set thj' sails ] wiiiilj' ) tfimposts will ) come, 

Stiuight fdi thfi I beacon steei , | stiaiglitfoi thfi ) high 

land 


Ampcestic 31etre. 

This metie was often employed in the choruses of the 
ancient G-ieeks and is common in English poetiy The 
following ivas its classical consti notion 
Pine Anapaist, w u — 

Sjiondoes, . 


V/ 


Dactyls, — 


KJ yj 


It was noted above that anapscsts, spondees and dactyls 
egual one anothei in time. Hence the substitution of 
spondees for anapojsts in any part of the line , the accent 
always icmaining on the same syllable Dactyls aie le- 
stiicted to the fiist and thud feet Eveiy Anajirestic sys- 
tem ended with a veise deficient by one syllable An 
excellent illustiation of this inetie, foimed exactly on the 
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GrjeeTc model is seen in No. 77 of tins woijc, ^TheBinwl 
ofSii John Moose’ 

Not a dium | ivas heaid, || not & fu | neial note, || 
Asliiscoise j to tlie lain jl pa.it ive liui [ iied.’ || 

In Englisli poems, tlie lines sometimes contain thiee 
Anapaestic feet and sometimes, foui An example of tlie 
fomei land is seen in No 12, Alexander SelktiL and of the 
lattei in No 13, The Destruction of Sennacherib Several 
pieces in the volume aie mitten in this metie, •which is 
veiy populai m English literatuie Pine Anapiestic lines 
aie not very common the spondee and iambus often 
taking the place of the anap®st in one foot of the veise, 
especially the fiist 

a Eegulai Anapeestic lines. 

Like the leaves [ ofthSfo j lest, when sum ] meiisgieenj| 
WhSn I think | of my oivn j native land j 
In a mo 1 ment I seem [ to be thgre || 

’Tisthgsun j set of life j givgsmgmys | ticalloie || 

6 Spondees. 

Woe, woe 1 to thSii ( d6is that tiam | pie them dorni j] 
Fiiends, bro | theis and sis } teis die laid | side by side {] 
One time [ he put in [ Alfean ( dei thg Grieat jj 
c Iambic feet 

And there 1 lay the li | dei distoi | ted and pale || 

Oh tell I me I yet J have a fi lend || 

Alas I j w6 must leave | thee, deal de | solate home {{ 

CiESUKA. 

The last point connected with veisification is the Cjisuha 
01 Pause. This Pause may be defined as a metrical foot 
divided between two woids, the fiist part of the foot con- 
stituting the last syllable of a woid with moie than one 
syllable This pause should take place only neai the centie of 
a hnc , not neai its beginning oi its end Thus in Heioic 
Veise It may be at one-and-a-half, two-and-a-half, or thiee- 
and-a-hali feet. So mth othei veises of eithei gieatei oi 
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length To pnt the pause jioni the heginuing oi end 
01 a vel^c diminishes gicatly its metiical ihj^thm. The 
following me illiistiatious 

‘ A box tlint emne fiom Ve'iuce [| and had held ’ 

‘ Shoots full peifection {| thiougli theswelhngyeai.’ 

‘ In inusings {| woithy of the gient event ’ 

DI^cd^ eiing in n ide landscape, |( all the East. 

She foiinsj imaginations, j( aii}’ shapes 
TJic above statement and illnstiations exhibit the lule 
U'hioh pio\ ailed m ancient classical hteiatuie But that 
iiile cannot be applied with any stnctness in English poe- 
tiv. In Grieek and Latin poetiy, the woid piecediug the 
Cti’suia nas icqiined to possess moie than one syllable, 
and the vast numbei of such ivoids existing in those lan- 
gnagc"! allow etl of endless apjilications of the lule Butin 
the English language theie is an immense piepondeiance of 
monosi llables , and many of the most expiessive nouns and 
icibs belong to that class Many of the finest lines in 
English poetiy contain sei eial monosyllables Foi instance 
in the Tiochaic poem of ffiatiatha, in ■which each line 
should contain eight s) llables, theie me Imndieds of lines, 
which contain seven ivoids, of which the dissyllable comes 
last The same is tine of Scott’s Maimmi Accoidiug 
to the classical lule a Ca?sma is impossible in the follo-w- 
ing lines 

They close j m clouds (( of smoke ( and dust || 

Still fiom I thesiied the son | shall heai (| 

I will { keep 3 ’-ou |( I wdl ( hold you (( 

Wofnuis that j ache 3nd {j still may { 6j)Sn jj 
On the I mat liei || hands lay | idle |) 

So eageily the fiend, 

O’ei bog I 6i steep, | thiough strait, ) loiigh, dense \ or 
lare j) 

■With head, | hands, wings } oi feet, ] pmsues ) his way, j] 
Andsivuns, j 6i sinlcs, j bi wades, | or cieeps, j bi flies j| 
With Ms back j to thb field | and his feet j to the foe j 
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In fact theiefoie tlieCaJsuia in English poetiy is made 
wlieie the sense lequires it, whethei in the middle oi at 
the end of a foot, and wheie the voice and eai of a giace- 
ful leader lequiie a pause in oidei to leceive and appie- 
ciate what is lead 

Immativb lines 

It is not lequiied that in poeti}’’ the metrical niles 
should always he observed Theie aie some occasions 
when the sense assumes such an importance that it becomes 
not only lawful hut au impiovemcnt, to inteiiupt the 
measiued flow of the veise by the intioduction of a ihythm 
moie expiessive of that sense This fieedom has been 
made use of by all gieat poets Sometimes, however, the 
metre is not set aside with this Anew, but is made to ansiier 
its puipose moie effectually Modem English poetiy 
contains many such imitative lines, of which we subjoin 
a few specimens The following hues aie expressive of 
Jiaishness 

— * On a sudden open fly 
With impetuous recoil and jaiiing sound 
The infernal doois, and on then hingeb giate 
Haish thunder ’ Farad Lost, in 879 

Here is Milton’s description of the Confusion of Babel 
xii 56 

Foithwith a hideous gabble rises loud 
Among the builders , each to other calls, 

Not understood , till hoarse, and all in lage 
As mocked, they stoim Gieat laughtei was in Heaven 
And looking down to see the hubbub stiange. 

And hear the din Thus was the building left 
Eidiculous, and the work Confusion named 

He thus dcscnbes the smooth and noiseless opening of 
the gates of Heaven vii 205 

Heaven opened wide, 

Hei eiei -during gates, haimonious sound 
On golden hinges moving 
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Death thieateiis Satan m the following j^oweiful lines 
Back to thy punishment, 

False fugitive * and to thy speed add wings, 

Lest with a whip of scorpions I puisne 
Thy lingering, or with one stioke of this dait. 

Strange honor seize thee, and pangs unfelt before. 

The following desciibe huge hulk 

* Pait huge of bulk 

Wallowing, unwieldy, enoimous in thou gait, 

Tempest the ocean ’ Book vii 410. 

So sti etched out huge in length the aich-fiend la}- i. 209 

Stoiftness is lepiesented by these , 

Not so when swift Camilla scorns the plain. 

Flies o’ei the unbending coin and skims along the main. 
See wild as the winds o’er the descit he flics ' 

Haik * Hsnmus resounds with the Bacchanal’s cues. 

Lahonous trouhle by the following . 

With many a weary step and many a gioan. 

Up a high lull he heaves a huge round stone , 

The huge lound stone, resulting with a bound, 

Tliundeis impetuous doim and smokes along the ground. 

SOAKNINS. 

The piocess of determining the metie of n 2 ioem, and of 
exhibiting the legulai and iiiegulai feet of its scvoml 
veises IS called scamitng. A few consideiations will enable 
the student to cany it on with accuracy and speed 

1 It has been already noticed that in poetiy uoids 
must on the whole letain the same pronunciation as they 
bear in piose The poet does not alter that pronunciation, 
but accepts the sounds which he finds in the language, 
and moulds them to the purpose which he lias in mcu 
W ere he to do othermsc the vciy language would be 
altered, and we should have only an unmeaning jargon 
Thus it is that the long and the short syllables ot ^^ord< 
may easily be found by considering the accents pinch 
custom attaches to one syllabic or anothci. 
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2 Theie aie many words, especially of more tlian one 
syllable, wliose pionunciation is vciy distinctly fixed by 
custom, and in whicli tlib long and slioit syllables arc 
clearly indicated. Almost eveiy lino of poetiy contains 
one 01 moie of these woids. These may he tcimed rjiiid- 
vug words in scamiiiig , and theii accented syllables, gmOmg 
syllalles. 

3 Folloiving these guiding syllables, the student uill 
notice that if the long syllables me sepmated from each 
othei by a single short one, the metre must be cither 
Iambic 01 Tiochaic but if two short ones iiiteivene, it ivill 
be Anapaistic oi Dactyllic. 

4 In Trochees and Dactyls the long precedes the 
short . in Iambics and Anapaists, the long sj liable is the 
last of the foot, a. Let the student now look both at 
the beginnings and endings of the vaiioiis vcises to see 
wheie the long syllables fall, and he will soon see to 
which of these classes, the piovailing feet of these veixes 
belong h Let him furthei lead over several lines to sec 
whether the system he conjectuies be continually kept up 

6 Next let him count the number of syllables in each 
verse , and the numbei of feet into -which they should be 
di-nded, and he -will be able readily to say the exact branch 
of the systems, aheady described, in which the poem is 
■written, whether Dimetei, Tetiametei or Heroic measure 
Thus in page 77, No 34 ; several lines have exactly eight 
syllables , and the Iambic foot occurs so rcgulaily, that a 
student will immediately perceive the metie to be Iambic 
Dimetei 

6 Having found the guiding syllables, and detennined 
the kind of metre, let him now maik off the feet from 
the beginning of the line, putting the maik before the 
long syllable in Trochaic and Dactyllic verses, and after it 
in Iambic and Anapiestic hnes thus • 

Iambic. Almigh j ty, thine { thisu [ nivei | salfiame. I 

Troch j Each gives ] each a j double | chaim. [j 
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Dact. I Launch thj^Mik, ( maiingr - 

Anap. Foiafield { of the dead j lushdsied j dnm^ sight ( 

7 The difficulties in scanning anse fiora sjllahles whose 
pionunciation is not completely fixed, and which may 
therefoie he considered douhtfiil. 

a. Enclitic woids, like and, to, mi, of, is, or, on, and the 
nice, aie almost always shoit. Occasionally a special em- 
phasis laid on such a woid may make it long. 

i. The syllable ed at the end of veibs, as in passed, 
oppressed, and returned is most fiequently not leokoned at 
all, and the woid is pronounced oppiest, returnd and 
past. Sometimes, howevei, it is needed to complete the 
piopei numbei of syllables in the verse and is pronounced 
distinctly by itself • thus • 

Tw Li thS j islands j of thS | BlessM j 
land). Doing | abhoi | rediites J toHe j cSte|j 
In 'then I 6bscu ( iSd haunts | of in | most boweis )) 

c. The syllable en at the end of words like heaven, given, 

0 iven, is also doubtful the poet may make it a separate 
syllable or not as he hkes. 

d. Several diphthongs as ia and ie may be treated in 
the same way if two syllables aie lequned, the i is deemed 
a vowel • if only one, it is equivalent to the consonant, y, 
and the syllable becomes ya, ye and so on. 

Tliefiuva j lyingbieeze, ( whose un ( aba | tingstiength | 
Then, glad | ly tur j ning, sought | bis an | cignt place j 

In all these cases, the student must determine the 
metre by a study of lines in which these difficulties do not 
occur , and theie he will discern the requirements of those 
lines in which the poet employs them. It should, however, 
be remembered that in Milton and other of our_ older poet?> 
the older forms and pionunciation of individual words 
occur, which have been changed since their day. 
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Lest Pa I itt disc | iiio ( ccpia | clCpiove j| 

In sliaip I contest ] of but j tlS found | no aid {[ 

To teacb ( thee, that [ God at j ti Hides j to place |( 

On piin 1 ces -when j their lich | i eli j ime long || 

Andcoj’ 1 poreal J to in | coipo | iciil turn || 

Scanning has to do only with the mechanical franiciioilc 
of poetiy but it is nevertheless of gieat impoitance. When 
well undeistood it enables us to appieciate the mcnsuicd 
sounds and accents with which poets have c\picssed tbcii 
thoughts, and thus to leclcon at a highei value the beauty, 
sublimity and giace which the thoughts theinsches contain 
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TEE OHANaE OE THE SEASONS. 

Bl' THOMSON 

Juras Thomson was boin near Kelso in the year 1700 A D., 
tind spent his boyhood in the letiied coimtiy neai the Olieviofc Hills on 
the Scottish boidoi His poetic gift was developed in early life and 
raised him aboio that povcity into whieh ho was plunged by Ins 
f.ithoi's death Tho poems b}- winch ho is chieflj’^ known aie named 
The Seasons and The Castle of Indolence Tho lattei of these was 
wiitten when his tasto and poetic skill had become matured by 
study and foioign travel tho foimei was his first production, but le- 
cened nunioions coirections and additions duiing a poiiod of sixteen 
yeais Its beautiful dcsciiptions, so tine to natuio, its onthusiastio 
spnit, the keen pciccptiou oi beauty, in all tho varied aspects of rural 
sceneiy, which it displays, and tho landly spnit of benevolence by 
which it IS pciwaded, haio gnon tho poem a populaiity winch it pie- 
seivcs to tho present day, Thomson died, neai London, in 174S. 

These as tliey change, Almighty Fathoi, those 
Are hnt the vaiied Grod The i oiling yeai 
Is .full of thee Forth m the pleasing Spnug 
Thy beauty ivallvs, thy tenderness and love 
Wide flush the flelds , the softening an is balm ; 

Echo the mountains round , the forest smiles , 

And eveiy sense and eveiy heart is joy 
Then comes thy gloiy in the Summer months, 

* With light and heat lefulgent. Then thy sun 
Shoots full peifeetion tlirough the swelling year: 

And oft thy voice m dieadful thunder spealis, 

And oft at dawTi, deep noon, or falling eve, 

By bioolcs and gioves in hollow-w'hispeimg gales. 

Thy bounty shines m Autumn uncoufined, 
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And spjcads n cniuinon iVn**! nn nil tlin* In#' 

In "Wintpr, nnful thou I villi < Vm'U nud . 
Aiound lliop till own, tPiupp-t o'*i t'hitr .t twH* f, 
MajosUc <larknc-«*i» On th<‘ wlmlwuid'- ^ trp/ 
Iviiiing Mililnm*, tliou lad-'l Mio woUd nd^r. , 

And linmlilp=st nature v,nh tin inutln rn 1>^ 

M 3 ’‘'tcnons lound 1 wlmt hkil), wliat }'»rt nmii* t 
Dcop-folt, jn tliC'.c nppem ! a nunpl# ir.un. 

Yet so dcliglitfnl iiiKcd, wUli ‘•inh Kind a"?, 

Snell licanfj and LencKtenee tnniliuntl , 

Shade nnpcrecncd, so ‘•oiti niii" into *.!» ^d- . 

And all so iorming nn Imnnonlan*- 1 ' l)ol“, 

Tliat, as tlit\v still succeed tli*'\' randi niM 
I5nt vaudering ott, with rude utu mu-., 1 >ih i* . •* 

Sian niaiks not thee, mark'- not lli< uiitdu^. hati I 
That, c\oi Ini'*}, wliceK the siU-nt ■-ph**-* < 

Woik' m the snoied deep , shotn-. theti‘ >* 

The fair profusion that u'crspic.itK the , 
3?hngs irotn the sun diieet tlic Ihimiiig dii_, • 

I?ced5 evoiv cioature; hurls the tempt -t i*>rih. 
And, as on caith this grateiul ihauge nn/h< *, 
With tiansport touches all the spring- oi hfe 
0 • • «* • 

Should fate command me to the farthe-t \ er>j:e 
Oi the gieen earth, to ili-tant haih irons elitu' 
Hiveis nnknow'ii to song ; where fir-t the ‘•nn 
Crdds Iniban mountains, or his st-ttmg hcam 
Plaines on the Atlantic isles *tis nought to me , 
Since Grod is evci piesent, eicr felt, 

In the \oid waste as in the citj* full ; 

And wdioie ho ^^tal hieathcs, theie must he jo\ , 
TMien even at last the solemn hour shall tome, 
And wing my mj’stic flight to fntino wothK. 

I clieeiful mil ohej’^, theie with now power^, 

Will nsing "wondeib sing I cannot go 
heie nniveisal lore not smiles around, 



Sustaining all yon oibs, and all tlieh suns ; 
Fiom seeming eiil still educing good, 

And liettei tlieiice again, and bettei still, 

In infinite piogiession But I lose 

Myself in Him, in light ineffable I 

Come, then, expressive silence, muse His piai«e 
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THE HOMES OF ENGLAND. 

Hi irns. HEVANS. 

STrs. Hem vvs is ono of the sweetest female poets of modem times m 
England Her piodnctions aio sjiccinlly admned for then inelodions 
versification, theirghttenng fancy and tender pathos Tlicy include t ho 
Fot est Sanctuai y. Records oj ireinan. Lavs of Many Lands and a gi eib 
variety of minoi pieces. Several of these last have been selected for 
the present volume. 

Tub stately homes of England, 

How beautiful thej'- stand ! 

Amidst theii tall ancestial tiees, 

O’ei all the pleasant land ! 

The deer acioss their greensward bound 
Thiough shade and simny gleam, 

And the swan ghdes past them inth the sound 
Of some rejoicing stream. 

The meiry homes of England * 

Aiound their hearths by nigbt, 

TTliat gladsome looks of houscbold lo\ c 
Meet in the ruddy light ' 

Thcie woman’s voice flons forth in ‘^ong, 

Oi cluUUiood’s tale is told ; 

Oi lips move tunefully along 
Some glonous page of old 

TIic cottage-homes of England ! 

By thousands on hci phnu'', 
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They are smiling- o’ei the silveiy brooks, 
And loimd the hamlet-fanes “ 

Thiongh glonnng oichards foitli tliey peep, 
Eacli fiom its nook of leaves , 

And feailess thcie the lowly sleep, 

As the bud beneath then eaves^ 

The fiee, fair homes of England * 

Long, long, in hut and hall, 

May hearts of native pi oof be leaied 
To gnaid each hallo-wed -wall I 
And gieen for evei be the gioves, 

And blight the floweiy sod, 

Wheie fiist the child’s glad spiiit loves 
Its country and its God* 


m 

AN EVENING IN BENGAL. 

BT BISHOP HEBBE. 

EEGiBiiiBHEBEB was Bishop of Calcutta fiom 1823 to 1828, imrhich 
latter year he -vras drowned at Tnelnnoply While yet a student at 
Oxfoid, he gained the prize for the best xioem on the subject of Pales- 
iiiie , and continued to distinguish hunsolf as a scbolai to the close of 
hiB hfo Elegance and ease are the chief features of Ins poetry. 

Onn task is done t on Gunga’s bieast 
The sun is sinking down to lest , 

And, mooied beneath the tainaiind bough, 

Oiii baik has found its haihoui no-\v 
■With fulled sail and painted side, 

Behold the tiny fngate nde 
Upon hei declc, ’uud chaicoal gleams, 

The Moslems’ savoury suppei steams , 

"Willie all ajiart, heneath the wood, 

The Huidu cooks his simplei food 
Come, walk with me the jungle thiough ; 

If j oudei hunter told us tnxe,. 
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Fai off, in deseit dank and lude, 

The tigei liolds lus solitude , 

Is^ow (taught by leeent iiaim to shun 
The thmideis of the English gun) 

A dieadtul guest but raiely seen, 

Returns to scaie the Aullage gieen 
Come boldly on , no venomed snake 
Can sheltei m so cool a brake ; 

Child of the sun, he loves to be 
Midst uatuie’s embers, paiched and diy, 
WJieie 0 ei some towei in rum laid. 

The peepul spieads its haunted shade , 

Oi round a tomb his scales to ivreatlie, 

Fit ivaidei in the gate of death. 

Come on , yet pause I Behold us now 
Beneath the bamboo’s arched bough, 
Wheie, gemming oft that sacied gloom, 
Clows the gercmum’s scailet bloom , 

And ivinds om jwth thiough many a bower 
Of fiagiant tiee and giant flower, 

The ceiba’s ciimson pomp displayed 
O’ei the bioad plantain’s humbler shade, 
And diislc anana’s pnckly blade , 

Willie o’ei the brake, so mid and fan, 

The betel waves his ciest m air.. 

With pendent tiam and nishing wings 
Aloft the goigeous peacock spiings 
And he, the bud of hundred dyes, 

WHiose plumes the dames of Ava piizc. 

So nch a shade, so ^een a sod, 

. Oui English fames never trod ; 

And who in Indian bowers has stood, 

But thouglit on England's ‘ good greenwood 
And blessed, beneath the palmy shade, 

Hei hazel and her Inwtlioin glade ; 

- And bieathed a prayer (Jiow oft in vain *) 

B S 
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To gaze upon lier oalcs again ? 

A truce to tliouglit’ the jackal’s, cry 
Eesounds lilcc sylvan revelry ; 

And through the trees yon failing lay 
Will scantly scivo to guide our way *, 

Tel mark, as fade the uppei skies, 

Each thicket opes ten thousand eyes. 
Befoie, heside us, and above, 

The firc-fly lights his lamp of love, 
Retreating, chasing, sinlang, soaring, 

The darkness of the copse exploring ; 
■Willie to this cooler air coiifest, 

The broad dhatura hares her breast. 

Of irogrant scent, and viigin white, 

A peail around the loclis of night I 
Still as ne pass, in softened Imin, 

Along the breezy alleys come 
The Milage song, the horn, the drum * 
Still as ne pass, fiom bush and hnai 
Tiie shrill cigala stakes his l}Te , 

And nhat is she nhosc liquid strain 
Tiirills through yon copse of sugai-canc ? 
1 Iviiow that sonl-cnti anting swell 1 
It i<> — it muct be — Philomel 
Enonph, enough, the iiistlmg trees 
Aimuuutc a shower upon the hicoze ; 

The flashes of the simimei sky 
A‘>'-uine a deeper, ruddier dye ; 

Yen lamp that trembles on the stream, 

1 lom Utiih our cabin sheds its beam , 
And V e jjjiixt early sleep, to ‘find 

the inonuiigs healthy wind 
«>}( ! with thaiilvfui hearts confess 
r, ♦ 'I hi’n (lierc may he happiness . 

And thi.* lioimfoons Sire, has given 
pv v-., mi terth, His hope of llcaicn. 
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IV. 

THE FAMOUS VICTORY. 

BV SOUTHEl. 

Robert Soothpi is one of the most voluminons English vmtcis of 
modem times Ho ttos not only a poet, bnt an antiquannn and his» 
tonan likewise Hisgi-eatesfc poems are Thalciba, an Arabian tale, and 
The Cuise of Kehoma, tho scenes of which are snpposed to occur m 
Hindusthan Ifadoc, an epic poem, describing the adventures of a 
TYelsli Prance , JHodencX, ilte last of the Ooths, and numerous other 
works are the productions of his pen. Though containing magnificent 
conceptions, these poems have nevor been e^ensively popular. 

It was a summer’s evening. 

Old Kaspai’s woilc was done j 
And lie, before Ins cottage dooi, 

Was sitting in tlie sun ; 

And by bim siiorted on tbe green 
His bttle giandchild Wilbelmine, 

Slie saw bei biotbei Peteilnn 
Boll something laige and round, 

VHuch he beside the nvulet, 

In plajung theie had found ; 

He came to ask what he had found j 
That was so large, and smooth, and lonnd. 

Old Kaspar took it horn the boy 
. Wlio stood exjiectant by, 

And then the old man shook his head, 

And, mth a natmal sigh, 

“ ’Tis some poor fellow’s scull,” said he, 

“ Who fell in the gieat victory I 

“ I find them in the gaiden, 

Foi theie’s many heie about , 

And often, when I go to plough, 

The plouglishaie turns them out : 

For manj’’ thousand men, ’ said he, 

“ Weie slam m that great wctoiy f” 
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“ Now tell us wLat ’twas all about/’ 

Touug Peterlau he ones , 

And little Wilhelnnne looks up^ 

With wondei -waiting eyes , 

Now, tell us all about the war, 

And what they laUcd each other foi ” 

“ It was the Enghsh,” Kaspai cued, 

“ Who put the French, to lOut , 

But what they killed each othei for, 

I could not well make out. 

But eveiy bddy said,” quoth he, 

“ That ’twas a famous victory' * 

“ My father lived at Blenheim then, 

Yon httle stieam haid b}’^ , 

They brnmed his dwellmg to the ground, 
And he was forced to fly 
So "With his uufe and child he fled, 

Noi had he wheie to lest his head * 

“ With file and swoid, the countiy round 
Was wasted far and wide , 

And many a childing mother then, 

And new-born baby died * — 

But things hke that, you know, must be 
At eveiy famous victory 

‘ They say it was a shocldng sight 
Aftei the field was won , 

For many thousand bodies here 
Lay lotting in the sun * — 

But things hke that, you know, must be 
After a famous victory. 

G^ieat piaise the Duke of Mailborough won 
And oui good prmce Eugene 
Why. ’twas a very ivicked thing i” 

Said httle Wilhelnune. 
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“ Naj-, Nay, my little giil,’» quoth he, 
“ It ivas a famous victoiy I 

“And eveiy body piais'd the Duke 
Wlio this gieat fight did win ” 
“But -what good came of it at last ?” 

Quoth little Peteilnn 
“ Wliy, that I cannot tell,*'' said he, 

“ But ’twas a famous rictoiy 1" 


V 

‘ THE PAKENHAM GHOST 

BY BOBEBT BEOOMFIEtD. 

Eobebt BLOOMriEtD 13 one of the rmal poets of England ho was 
bom in 1766 and died in 1823 His eaily lifo was passed in the actual 
Inborn s of agiicultuio, but he finally settled in London as a slioeinatoi. 
It w'as wlule working at this tiado that ho composed the chief pait of 
Ins pootiy. Hia poems aie iZVte Farmot's Boy, jRmal Tales, TFild 
Flowers, &o. The following ballad is founded on a fact 

The laivns wcie diy m Euston pailc j 
(Heie tiuth inspiie my tale >) — 

The lonely footpath, still and daifc, 

Led ovei hill and dale. 

Bemghted was an ancient dame. 

And feaiful haste she made, 

To gain the vale of Fakenham, 

And hail its wullow shade 

Hei footsteps loiew no idle stops 
But followed fastei still , 

And echoed to the daiksome copse 
That Avhispeied on the lull , 

Wheie clamoious lOoks, yet scaicely hushed, 

' Bespoke a peopled shade , 

And many a wing the fohage binshed, 

And hovering cucuits made 
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The dappled held of giazmg deer, 

That sought the sliades by day, 

Now started from hei path with feai. 

And gave the stiangei way. 

Dailcei It giew , and darlcei feais 
Came o’ei her tiouhled mind ; 

Wlien now, a short q^nick step she heais 
Come patting close behind. 

She tnmed , it stopped ' — ^nought could she see 
Upon the gloomy plain! 

But, as she strove the sprite to flee, 

She heaid the same again. 

Now tenoi seized her qualdng fiame ; 

Foi, wheie the path was baie, 

The tiottrag ghost kept on the same ; 

She mutteied many a piayei. 

Yet once again, amidst hei flight, 

She tiled what sight conld do • 

HVheii thiongh the cheating glooms of night, 

A monstei stood in view. 

.Regardless of whate’ei she felt, 

It followed down the iilam , 

She owned her sms, and domi she knelt, 

And said hei piayeis again. 

Then on she sped , and hope giew stiong, 

The white paik-gate in view , 

Wliich pnshing haid, so long it swung 
That ghost and all passed thiough. 

Lond fell the gale against the post > 

Her heart-stimgs hke to eiack , 

Foi much she feaied the gnsly ghost, 

IVould leap upon hei hack. 
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VI. 

WHAT CONSTITUTES A STATE'-' 

B1 SIR \\n.TilVM 30MS 

The folloiving Ode, an imitation of llioOioflv poofc Alc-a'iJ=, \ a=? 
•wntten by Sib Wiixiaii Jonm TIuh flistiriguish''d holar wtw 
boin in 1746, anti died in 0.11011111, in 1791 WJiilo «• 1 e 

deleted liimsolf to the filndy of incw-nt I.inL'iTi"eo md litejf,rnr<, and 
snbseqncntly to the languages of the Ihist and toTumniac' thfe 
studies in after life, lio became ono of the gicit<‘'.( hntftii-.t i that oitr 
li\ed, hanng attained a knowledge of ti\tntj -tight J.inun Ho 

chose the lats as his profession, and acijtiiud nir> tmiMonibh' 
hnonledgo of it In 1783, he nas ippoinitd one of tlir .Tnd"! of the 
>Snpreme Coni t in Calcutta, and nrrncd in lli.it ritv at the t I'd of the 
yeai Dniing his short i csiclenco of ten j mi - in 1>* ii" il, b«' did ninch 
to piomotoOnental studies Ho founded the A'-iatn born t* , ajipl'f'U di- 
ligently to the acquisition of Sanskiil, then nnkti-m n to I itroji* in-, t nd 
tianslated vaiions poitions of Sauskut hteratuio into rni,b-h Ht r 5- 1 
edited an edition of the Institutes of M.imi and ti.inslaietl them He 
died aftei a short illness in Apiil, 170J 

What constitutes a st.nte ’ 

Not lugli-iaised Iwttlement oi Inlioured nionnd, 

Thick ■« .ill 01 mo,itefl gate . 

Not cities pi Olid with spues and tmicts ciomicd, 

Not h.iys and bioad aimed poits, 

Wlieie, laughing at the stonn, iich n.iMCS lule, 

Not stalled and spangled couits, 

Wlieie low-hioived baseness wafts pcifnine to pnde. 

No men, high-minded men, 

With poAvers as fai .above dull bnites endued 
In foiest, biake or den, 

As beasts excel cold loclts and bi ambles ntde , 

’ Men who then duties know. 

But know then rights, and Icnowing, dare maintain) 
Pievent the long aimed blow, 

And crush the tyiant ivlnlo they lend the chain 
These constitute a state, 

And sovereign Law, that state’s collected will, 

0 ei tluones and globes elate 
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Sits empress, crowning good, lepressing i]I; 

Smit by ber sacred fiomi, 

The fiend Dascietion hke a vaponi sinks ; 

■^And e’en the all-dazzling Oioivn 
Hides his faint iays,'and at hex bidding shrinks. 

Such uas this heaven-loved isle, 

Thau Lesbos faiici and the Gietan shore I 
No moie shall Pieedom smile ? 

Shall Bntons languish and be men no more ? 

Since all must life resign, 

Tliose sweet lewaids, which decoiate the biave, 
’Tis folly to decline, 

And steal ingloiious to the silent giave. 


vn 

THE LEPEK Matt viii 1-4. 

BT K. P, wums. 

Mr Wiiiiiis IS an American poofc still living His poetical works aro 
not nnmeions, but include some very pleasing illustitions of scnptiiro 
narratn es Two oi tin eo such ai e included in tins vohimo Tlio follow- 
ing poem contains many allusions to the Law of Moses concerning 
lepois, this law will be found fully dcsciibed in Leviticus mu. paiti- 
cularly % eisos 4.5 and 46 

“ Room foi the lepei I Room — ^and as lie came, 

The ciy passed on , “Room for the lepei • Room >” 
Sumise uas slanting on the city gates, 

Rosy and beautiful, aud fiom the lulls 
The eaily iisen pool were coming in, 

Duly and cheeifully to then toil, and up 
Rose the shaip hammer’s clink, and the far hum 
Of moidng wheels and multitudes astn, 

And all that in a city murmur swells, 

Unheaid but by the watchei’s weary ear. 

Aching with night’s dull silence, or the sick 
Hailing the welcome light, and sounds that chase 
0 / 
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llie death-like images oi night away. 

“ Room for the leper 1” And aside they stood. 
Matron, and child, and pitiless manhood— all 
T\Tio met him on his way— ^and let him pass. 

And onward tlnongh the open gate he came, 

A leper, with the ashes on his hiow, 

Sackcloth about his loins, and on his lip 
A covenng, stepping painfully and slow, 

And with a difficult utterance, like one 
Wliose heart is ivith an non nerve put down, 
Ciying “ Unclean 1 — Unclean i” 

’Twas now the depth 
Of the Judean summei, and the leaves. 

Whose shadows lay so still upon his path, 

Had hudded on the clear and flashing eye 
Of Judah’s loftiest.nohle He was young, 

And eminently beautiful, and life 
Mantled in eloquent fulness on his lip, 

And sparkled in his glance , and in his mien 
There was a graaous pnde that eveiy eye 
followed with benisons — and this was he ! 

With the soft airs of summei theie had come 
A torpor on his fiame, which not the speed 
Of his best barb, nor music, noi the blast 
Of the bold huntman’s horn, nor aught that stirs 
The spint to its bent, might drive away 
The blood beat not as wont within his veins , 
Dimness crept o’er his eye , a drowsy sloth 
lettered his hnibs like palsy, and his port. 

With all Its loftiness, seemed struck with eld. 
Even liis voice was changed, a languid moan 
Taking the place of the cleai, silvei key , 

And biain and sense giew faint, as if the light 
And very an weie steeped m sluggishness 
He stiove with it awhile, as manhood will. 

Ever too proud for weakness, till the rem 


N 
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Slackened -witlnn his grasp, and In its poise 
The anowy jereed hke an aspen shook 
Day after day he lay as if in sleep , 

His skin giew diy and bloodless, and white scales 
Oircled ivith Imd puiple, covered Inm^ 

And then his- nails grew black and fell away 
From the dull flesh about them, and the hues 
Deepened beneath the haid, unmoistened scales, 

And trom then edges grew the rank white hair — 
And Belon was a lepei. 

Day was bieaking, 

"When at the altar of the temple stood 
The holy piiest uf Hod The incense lamp 
Burned with a struggling hght, and a low chant 
Swelled thiough the hollow arches of the loof 
Like an articulate wail , and there, alone, 

Wasted to ghostly thinness, Helon knelt. 

The echoes of the melancholy stram 
Died in the distant aisles, and he lose up. 

Struggling ivith weakness, and bowed down. Iris hwd 
Unto the spimkled ashes, and put oft 
His costly raiment for the leper’s gaib, 

And with the slackcloth round him, and his lip 
Hid in a loathsome covering stood still, 

Waiting to hear his doom — 

“ Depart • Depart < 0 cluld 
Ot Isiael, from the temple of thy God ; 

For he has smote thee with his chastemng rod ; 

And to the desert wild, 

Fiom all thou lovest, away thy feet must flee. 

That fiom thy plague his people may be free. 

Depart * and come not neai 
The busy mart, the ciowded city more ; 

Nor set thy foot a human tliresliold o’ei. 

And stay thou not to heai 
Voices that call thee in the ivay ; and fly 
c 2 
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From nil «lio in Hto H 

Wet nol thy Imrnmt; l«{» 
tn hliemns thiit to n hntnftn thM’lhtuf dnV; 

Kor lost lhi‘0 ^\het*J tin* fuonijjio- hul** J 

Nor Ivticcl tlu"' (iottn to ‘tip 
The wiiter wln'n tin* julmins I** u^l** to 'Innl , 

By (1e‘>ci-t m u\trV a htinl' 

'Ami pt*'*! not thou liMv*'«n 
The weary lrn\(‘lUi amt ih" 

Ami he not down t<t vh<'p h* m.^th th' tJ!*' ■ 

Whore humnn luuK-. ut. ***'», 

Not milk the go.il th it h»«*vr‘th ^n th* t-tun, 

Km phick the stamliiig eO'-ij. yellnw 
Ami now Aepat 1 1 iiml w h»'u 
Thy heart is hoa\’y nml tlnim eu * j.t* 

Lift up thy prn> or hovivkiiiKb to Him, 

Who, hoiii the tnh 's <»f im n, 

SelecLoA thee to leel his dmsteiihu' !.»*1. 

Dcpait, 0 lojici I utul lorget imt f»>Kl { ' 

Ami he went forth — uhme, m»t om* of all 
Tlic many whom he Io\e'l, nor sh» wh* > nmv 
Was woven iii the fUno-! of the hi ait 
Breaking mthm him now, to rnm*' ntul sjxak 
Comfort unto him. Yea. h'* went his w.e 
Sick and hcait-hiokeu and ahnie, to the , — 

Foi God hath curbed the iejiei ! 

It was noon, 

And Helen knelt hcsjdc a stncainnt pool 
In the lone wilderness and hathed his h«-ow'. 

Hot with the bunuug leprosi, and touched 
The loathsome watei wnth his ^e^eled lips 
Flaying that he might he so hlessod — to die ! 
Footsteps approached, and with no siiongth to flee, 
He dicw the coveiing closei on his Ups, 

Crying “Unclean* Unclean 1’' and in the folds 
Of the coaise sackcloth, shrouding up his late, 
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ITc Ml iipon the cm Ui till they should puss. 
Noiuor the slienger enme, and bending o’ei 
The Icpci’s piostratc foim, pionounced his name, 
Heloii !’* — Tile voice ua$ like the mastei-tone 
Of a lich instnimcnl, most strangely sweet ; 

And the dull pulses of tbscase awoke, 

And foi a moincnt beat bencatli the hot 
And Icpions scales with a rcsloiing thiill. 

Ifelon, aritiC 1 ” and he forgot his cuise. 

And lose, and stood befoie him. 

Love and awe ' 

Jlingled in the rcgaifl of Helon’s eye 
As he beheld the stranger. lie was not 
In 00*^17 raiinciit clad, nor on Ins brow 
The sniibol of a pi mccl}’’ lineage woie ; 

No followers at lus hack, noi in his hand 
Buckler oi swmid or spear , — yet ni lus mien 
Connnnnd sat thioned seiene, and, if he smiled, 

A kingly condescension giaccd lus bps, 

The lion ivould have crouched in lus laii 
Hib gaih was simple, and lus sandals worn ; 

His statuiG modelled with a perfect giace , 

Ills countenance, the impress of a G-od, 

Touched ivith the open innocence of a child ; 

His eye was blue and calm, as is the 
In the seronest noon , his hau unshoin 
Fell to his shoulders , and lus cmling beaid 
The fulness of perfected manhood bore. 

He looked on Helon earnestly awhile. 

As if lus heait was moved, and stooping down, 

He took a little wntei in his hand 
And laid it on lus biow, and said, “ Be clean I” 
And, lo I the scales fell fiom him, and his blood ■ 
Coursed ivith delicious coolness through his veins, 
And his diy palms grow moist, and on his biow 
0 8 , . 
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Tlie dewy softne*5S of an infant stoic. 

TTib lepiosy "was cleansed and lie fell down, 
Piostrate at Jesu’s feet, and worshipped him. 


vni 

GUMNOR ILVLL. 

BY MICMF. 

WitLiAM JuHus Mickbf, tlioflon of a Scotdi cTorpynan, tr.r*? \)wn m 
1734 His early life was spent in trade, but bemg nnxioiH to f lunc in 
hteratnre ho wont to London to push hw fortune. llt‘> UU rary ech«*inCj 
all failed, and ho became Corrector of tbo pi ess in the Cl irrndon Pro’!*! 
at Oxford Here he publiabcd some poems, and tmwlnted into Ktiijbs^i 
poetry the ‘Lusiad* of Camoons, tlio most distingnishcd of Ponu- 

gal. The following ballad of ‘ Oumnor UnU’ is a poimlnr |rf>era and 
from the easy and musical flow of its terse i\ell deserve-' to bo ‘^0 It 
describes the melanoliol}'! otroat and death, at Cnmnor Hall in IJcrhshire, 
of the wife of Queen Elizabeth’s favonnte, the Earl of J.eitoster. Tho 
Earl was early maiiicd to tho unfortnniito subject of the jKK'm, Amy 
Bobsart After lus advancement at court , his former lo% e to his coun- 
tess was changed into hatied, as ho considered her tho only bar to hm 
ambitious project of mnriying Queen Elizabeth. Acconlingly ho con- 
fined hei in an ancient Gothic building, which liad fonncVlv been an 
abbey, npon bis manoi of Cumnor IVoin this dreaty solitude oho 
disappeared so very unaccountably, and her hush ind’s account of her 
death seemed so suspicious, that it was geuerally bclioted she uas 
murdered there 

The deivs of summei night chd fall : 

The moon, sweet legent of the sk)', 

Silvered the ivalls of Cuninoi-liall 
And many an oali that gieiv theiohy. 

V 

Now nought ivas lieaid beneath tlie sides ; 

The sounds of busy life wcie still ; 

Save an nnbappy lady’s sighs, 

That issued bom that lonely pile, 

“Leicestei,” she cned, » is this thy love 
That thou so oft hast sworn to me, 

To leave me in this lonely giove, 
immnied m shameful piivacy ? 
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“No moic thou com’st with lovei’s speed, 
Thy oncc-holoved bade to see , 

But ho she alive, oi be she dead, 

I foai, stem Bail ! ’s the same to thee, 

“ Not such the usage I leceived, 

Wlien liappy m my fathei’s hall , 

No faithless husband then me giieved, 

No chilling feais did me appal. 

“ I lose up with the cheeiful mom, 

No lark so blithe, no flowei moie gay ; 

And, like the bud that haunts the them, 

So menily sung the hvelong day 

“ If that my beauty is but small, 

Among couit ladies all despised, 

Why didst thou lend it horn that hall, 
Wheie, scornful Bail ! it well was pnzed ? 

“ And when you fiist to me made suit, 

How fail I was you oft would say ! 

And, pioud of conquest, plucked the frmt, 
Then left the blossom to decay 

“ Yes 1 now neglected and despised, 

The lose is pale, the lily’s dead. 

But he that once their channs so pnzed, 

Is suie the cause those charms aie fled 

“ Boi Imow, when sickening gnef doth prej 
And tender love’s repaid with scorn. 

The sweetest beauty will decay , 

What floweret can enduie the storm ? 

“ At court. I’m told, is beauty’s throne, 
Where eveiy lady’s passing laie , 

The eastern flowers, that shame the sun, 

Are not so gloiving, not so fair. 
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“ Then, Eail, why didst then leave those beds,' 
"Where roses and wheic lilies vie, 

To seek a primrose whose pale shades 
Must sicken, when those gauds aie by ! 

“ ’Mong ruial beauties I was one, 

Among'the fields "Wild floweis aie fail , 
Some country swam might me have won, 

And thought my beauty passmg raie. 

“ But, Leicester, or I much am wrong, 

Oi ’tis not beauty fiies thy vows , 

Bathei ambition’s gilded crown 

Makes thee forget thy humble spouse. 

“ Then, Leicester, why, again I plead, 

(The injured surely may repine). 

Why didst thou wed a country maid. 

When some fau pimcess might be thine ? 

“ Why didst thou piaise my humble chams. 
And oh, then leave them to decay ? 

Wliy didst thou wm me to thy arms, 

Then leave to mourn the livelong day ? 

“ The village maidens of the plain 
Salute me lonely as I go , 

Envious they mark my silken train, 

Noi thmk a Countess can have woe. - 

“ The simple nymphs ’ they little know, 

How far more happy’s then estate ; 

To smile foi joy, than sigh foi Woe, 

To be content than to be gieat — 

“ How far less blest am I than them. 

Daily to pine and waste ivith caie I 
Like the poor plant, that, from its stem 
Divided, feels the c hilbug aii. 


X 



21 


“ Noi, cruel Earl i can I enjoy 
The humble charms of solitude ; 

Youl minions proud my peace destioy 
By sullen fimviis oi pratings rude. 

“ Last night as sad I chanced to stiay, 

The village death-bell smote my car, 

They innlced aside, and seemed to sav, 

‘ Countess, prepare thy end is near.' 

“ And now while happy peasants sleep, 
Here sit I lonely and foilom, 

No one to soothe me as I weep, 

Save Philomel on yonder thorn. 

“ My spints flag, my hopes decay, 

Still that diead death-bell stnlces my car 

And many a boding seems to say, 

‘ Countess, piepaie thy end is near.’ " 

Thus soie and sad that ladv grieved, 

In Onmnoi Hall, so lone and dicar; 

Pull many a heartfelt sigh she hea^cd, 

, And let fall many a bittei tcai. 

And cic the dawn of day appeared 
In Cumnoi Hall, so lone and diear, 

Pull many a jiicroing scionni hcaul, 
And many a cry of raortiil Jc.u. 

The death-bell thneo was heard to ring, 

An aeiial voice nas he.>inl to call, 

And thnee the laven llapiwd lu« ving 
Aiound the toners of Cuinncu Hnll. 

Tlic ma«!lifi honied at \^Ilage diior. 

The 0‘ik- noie •.hittered on tli« giron ; 

IVoe na*. the hour, foi ne\<r more 
That hapless Counter' oc» na< Kcn, 
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And in that manoi now no more 
!«? cheerful feast and spiiglitly hall^ 

For e\er since that dreary hour 
Have qnnts haunted Cumnor Hall 

The village maids, with feaiful glance, 
Avoid the ancient moss-growm wall ; 

I?or ever lead the meiiy dance, 

Among the gioves of Cumnoi Hall. 

Full many a travellei oft hath sighed, 
And pensive wept the Countess’ fall. 

As wandering onward he espied 
The haunted toweis of Cumnor Hall. 


rx 

MABINER’S HYSIN. 

B1 JIBS SOBTHEl. 

Lauucii thy haik, manner ! 

Christian, God speed thee ! 
Let loose the niddei -hands. 
Good angels lead thee I 
Set thy sails naiily, 

Tempests mil come; 

Stoer thv couise steadily, 
Christian, steer home ! 

Loolr to the weather-how, 
IJioahcrs are round thee * 
lift fall the plummet now, 
.Sliallon" may ground thee. 

lu the foiesail, there ! 
Hold the helm fa^Jt ' 

So — 'ht the rO'‘iol near — > 
There »nopt the hlast. 
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* Wliat of the night, watchman I 
What of the night V 
‘ Cloudy, all quiet — 

No land yet — all’s nght.’ 

Be wakeful, he vigilant , 

Bangei may he, 

At an lioui when all seemeth 
Seeurest to thee. 

How 1 gams the leak so fast? 

Clean out the hold, — 

Hoist up thy meichandise, 

Heave out thy gold 
There — let the ingots go — 

Now the ship nghts 
Huna ! the haiboui’s neai — 

Lo ! the led lights 

Slacken not sail yet 
At inlet 01 island , 

Straight for the beacon steer, 
Stiaight for the lugh land : 
Crowd aU thy canvass on , 

Cut through the foam ; 
Chiistian, cast anchoi now; 
Heaven is thy home 


X. 


THE JOURNEY TO EMMAUS. 

BT COWPFB. 

WmiiiAM CowPBB IS pre-eminentlj the rchawvs poet of England, 
and theie is no poet whose works, ns a whole, maj* bo read bj the } onng 
with so mnch pleasme and profit combined, as his He was born in 
1731 Connected by many links with the aristocratic fnmihcs of Eng- 
land, ho might have ospected to rise in nealth and distinction as his 
life advanced , bnt soon aftci finishing Ins studies and entering on prac- 
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tioe as ft bftmster, tie tendency to msanify, contained in his constitu- 
tion stroii'rlj' doi eloped itself and prei ented all fimher pi ogress as a 
pnblic man On recovering fiom the fiist attack, ho retiied into the 
omit’^ and spent the reranindei of his life on the banks of the Onse, 
and chiefly at Olnoy. Hero he was attended by only one oi two faith- 
ful InondV, n hose societ}' chocicd his gloomj' horns , and it was hero 
he produced liis poems The best knorni of these poems are entitled, 
3 TaR, the PiO^iCSS of Enoj, Tn'th, Cliautij, Hope, the Tasl and 
his TranclatiO)^ of Homer ‘ The TasV from its boautifnl descriptions 
of English scenery and manneis, and from the moral sentiments pei- 
rading it, is quite a national fa% omite. Most stiango was it, that one 
who was so calculated to piomote haimless mirth, should himself hvo 
in such deep gloom, that one who was a true Christian should live 
nlmo«t dc=hluto of i ehgions joy , and that one so full of affection should 
ha\ 0 cut himself oil finm society and lived the life of an outcast But 
fcA ovtmets from his vnluablo poems ^vlll he found m the present 
volume, all his bcstwoiks can bo had m Calcutta in two volumes for 
twelve annas. 

It happened on a solemn eventide 
Soon alt Cl He that was our Suictj’’ died, 

Tw 0 bosom fnends, each pensively inclined, 

The scene o! all those soiiows loft behind. 

Sought their ovvn village^ busied ns they went 
In musings noithy of the gieat event • 

TJity ‘'palco of Him they loved, of Him whose life, 
Tliough blameless, had incurred peipetnal stiife, 

Who->c deeds had left, in spite of hostile aits, 

A deep memoiial giavcn on their heaits. 

The recollection, like a vein of oie. 

The furlhoi tiacod enriched them still the moie , 

Thev tlmuglit him, and they justly thought him, one 
Sent to do more than he appealed to have done , 

To O' alt a people and to plane them high 
Abovt all cUe, and v\ondeied lie should die 
Hr.’ vet thev bionghl their journey to an end, 
h *^tr«ngtT joined them, comteoiis as a fnend, 

And rslvcd them, vntli a land, engaging an, 
their ftfllntion was, and hugged a sliaie 
liip.mtd, he gathund up the broken thioad, 

Ai.d, irnih end wi'.doiri gracing all he said, 

1> pi 'tnid, lUnsiratud, and seiuched so -wtll 



1 ijt rltcniP All vliio), Jl„,y fho;;© to (hioll, 

‘lint, horn.* “Th.* niidit,** (hc^ .saul, «is near, 

t* Jin)'-; n<>t tjAw l)rt |nriAi!, ‘.ij.jouni licio ” 

1 At' t<ju iinl.iju*' Hwn t»ocnmo a g^ucst , 

Ajus lA i4( *1* « t'lt'ttiju' af }]j{‘u Mtnplo ivnsl, 

H. M.-n f till* {♦rvui liut \mu‘.Iu‘.t a( (ho ^^oul, 

Ai’'J i'<it Ivith LjiHnHff. *' T« If* the Lord I 
'i(i{ h\\} hi'ii-t*. iV(«| ,j{I lio diigiicd to say, 

Did th*} »f»t hjijjj mthiii «s hy the iia}*? 
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UAf'irlX TIID CAMEL-DIiH'-ER 

Jtr CQLt,l\>, 

Wii'Hu irw l>ij-)i jn 1/20 Thonsih of n poor family, Iio 

is. r r Osfij'sl. hil 0 llif 0 of tlic poof Gray, his irorJisnro 

frir, l>*i nf jsr’ u • iiro, llis * l*or mil IVloj'uos’ nfo ren bcaufifal 
fr<*n •! /iri...‘Jdi ciiplunm, pli'i'-iMt'di il<>;,'HPs ami nmsic.tl tone lIis 
<uv titUiht it'll ’itaomr fho fint't hntxil pooma in the English 
1 iHv** ^,'1*. .•iir u> tt, iio’io of ll« M* iiilniiraWo iioiks attracted 
UP’ ( ' th( j\«ilt«rK Ido, nml tho di'-nppointincnfc heexperi- 

i }.< -J pn. t yn dU’ <m nts tpird? A Inciul once met him travelling 
\\v\\ sv h'vA uthr h(-< ami, and tmpurccl what it was, “Ihaxobut 
OM Ito'd.'* •• ml he, " hat d m tho Vst.” It was tho Jfow Testament 
jfc wmJer hir, jTu«rortunt's .a the at?o of thirty-sis Only two of 
hm p'^m. 'ire c I’ll nm.l in fins lolmno *Has«in tho Cnmol-driior,* 
fti.d till *Odo to the i’.j>sions’ Bnt tho whole of lus -works will bo 
nr-ni wt’h ph'A-'iiiv 

I\ fih'iit horror o'er Ihe honndJc‘:& waste, 

The diitet ILi’-'-an, with hi-, tanicls passed ; 

One ttH'-e of wafei on his b.ick lie boie, 

And his Ji^fhl “crip coiitamod a bcanty store , 

A fan of p.dntcd fe.ithcis in his hand, 

To guard lus shaded face from scorcJiing sand. 

Tiie sultrs sun laid gamed the middle sky, 

Aud not a tree, and not a herb was nigli 
The he.isfb w’lth pam then dusty way pursue, 

Shiill ro.aied the wnidb, and dieniy was the view. 
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With desp’rate son’ow mid, th’ affrighted man 
Thrice sighed, thuce struck his bieast, and thus began 
“ Sad was the hour, and lucldess was the day, 

When firet horn Schiiaz’ walls I bent ray way I 
Ah I little thought I of the blasting wind, 

The thirst oi pinching hunger that I find < 

Bethink thee, Hassan, where shall thiist assuage, 
When fails this cruse, his unielenting rage? 

Soon shall this scnp its piecious load resign , 

Then what but team and hungei shall be thine? 

Ye mute companions of my toils, that beai 
In all my gnefs a more than equal shaie • 

Heie where no spiings in murmuis break away, 

Or moss-crowned fountains mitigate the day, 

In vaui ye hope the gieen delights to Imow, 

Which plains more blessed oi verdant vales bestow : 
Here rocks alone, and tasteless sands are found, 

And faint and sicldy winds for ever howl around 
Sad w'as the hour and luckless was the day, 

Wlien fiist hom Schiiaz’ walls I bent my way 1 
Curst be the gold and silver which peisuade 
Weak men to follow fai -fatiguing trade I 
The lily peace outshines the silver store, 

And hfe is deaiei than the golden oie 
Yet money tempts us o’ei the desert brown, 

To eveiy distant mart and wealthy town 
Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the sea ; 

And are w^e only yet repaid by thee ? 

Ah I why is rum so attractive made ? 

Or Avhy fond man so easily betrayed ? 

Wliy heed we not, while mad we haste along. 

The gentle voice of peace oi pleasuie’s song 
Or wherefore think the flowery mountain’s side, 

The fountain's muimurs, and the valley’s piide,— 
Why think we these less pleasing to behold 
Thau dreaiy deserts, if they lead to gold ? 
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Sfld irns the horn nnd luckless was tlie clay, 

fust fiom Sclmaz’ walls I bent my way I 

0 cease, iny fears 1— all fiantic as I go, 

When thought cieates unnumbered scenes of woe 
What if the lion in his lagc I meet ! 

Oft m the dust I yiaw his punted feet , 

And, fearful ! oft when day's declining light 
Yields hei pale enipiie to the moiirnei, Night, 

By hmigei loiiscd he scorns the gioamng plain, 
Gaunt wolves and sullen tigeis in his tiaiu , 

Befoic them Death, with shucks, cliiects their way. 
Fills the wild yell and leads them to theii iney 
Sad was the horn and lucldess was the day, 

Wien fzist fiom Schiiaz’ walls I bent my way ! 

At that dead houi the silent asp shall creep. 

If aught of lest I find, upon my sleep 

01 some svollon serpent twist his scales aiound, 

And uako to anguish with a burning nonnd 
Till ice happy they, the wise contented pool , 

From lust of rrealtli and diead of death seeme, 

They tempt no deseits, and no giiefe they find , 
Peace lules the day, wheie reason rales the mind. 

Sad was the houi and luckless was the day, 

Wlien firet from Sclmaz’ walls I hent my way ' 

0 hapless youth • foi she thy love hath won, 

The tendci Zaia mil he most undone I 
Big swelled my heart, and oivned the poweifiil maid, 
When fast she dioppcd her teais, and tlms she said 
‘Faiewell the youth whom sighs could not detain, 
Whom Zaia’s hioaking heait implored in vam , 
Yet as thou go’st, may ev’iy blast arise, 

Wcalc and unfelt, as these rejected sighs > 

Safe o’er the wild, no perils may’st thou see , 

No griefs endiue, nor weep, false youth, like me I’ 
0 let me safely to the fan return, 

Saj' with a kiss she must not, shall not mourn ! 
n 2 
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0 let me teach my heart to lose its fears, 

Recalled by "Wisdom’s voice, and Zara’s team I”^ 
He said , and called on heaven to Hess the day, 
When back to Schiiaz’ walls he bent his wa 3 ^ 


xn. 

ALEXAjST)ER SELKIRK, 

IDurvng Ins solita'fy abode vti the Island of Jnan Fernandes, 
m coupeb. 

I AM monarch of all I smvey, 

My light there is none to dispnte ; 

Eiom the centie all lonnd to the sea, 

I am loid of the fowl and the brute. 

0 solitude I wheie aie the cliaims 
That sages have seen in thy face ? 

Better dwell in the midst of alarms. 

Than reign in this homble place 

1 am out of humanity’s reach, 

I must finish my journey alone ; 

Nevei heai the sn eet music of speech, 

I start at the sound of my own 
The beasts that loam over the plain 
My fonn with indiffeience see ; 

They are so unacquainted with man. 

Their tameness is shocking to me. 

Society, fiiendship, and love, 

Dmnely bestowed upon man, 

0, had I the ivings of a dove, 

How soon would I taste you again * 

My sonows I then might assuage, 

In the ways of religion and tnith , 

Might learn from the wisdom of age. 

And be cheered by the sallies of youth. 
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fieligion I wliat ti ensures untold 
Keside in that heavenly woid 1 
Moie precious than silver and gold, 

Oi all that this earth can afford. 

But the sound of the church-going hell, 
These valleys and rocks nevei heaid. 
Never sighed at the sound of a knell, 

Or smiled when a Sahbath appeared. 

Ye ivinds, that have made me your sport. 
Convey to this desolate shore 
Some cordial endeanng leport 
Of a land I shall visit no more I 
My fi lends — do they now and then send 
A ivish or a thought after me ? 

0, tell me I yet have a fnend, 

Though a friend I am nevei to see. 


How fleet is the glance of the mind ! 

Compaied with the speed of its flight, 
The tempest itself lags behind, 

And the smft-winged aiTOws of light, 
Wlien I think of my own native land. 

In a moment I seem to be there , 

But, alas I recollection at hand, 

Soon huuies me back to despair. 

But the sea-fowl is gone to her nest. 

The beast is laid down in his lair, 
Even heie is a season of rcst^ 

And I to my cabin repair. 

There’s mercy m every place 

And mercy, encouraging thought, 
Crives even affliction a grace, 

And reconciles man to his lot 
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xni 

THE DESTRUCTION OE SENNACHERIB. 


BY BYBOjr 

This piece IS the only one of this poet’s compositions inseHed m the 
present volume It is so inserted partly on account of its subject , and 
partly as a fine illustration of the AnapsSstic Metre in urhich it is writ- 
ten 

In the days of Hezekiah, king of Jndah, Sennacherib, the king of As- 
syria, sent a mighty army to besiege Jeiusalem, boasting how he had 
conquered many nations with their idols, and asserting that the God of 
Israel would also be powerless against him To pnnish this blasphemy, 
God, by an Angel, destroyed the whole army of 185,000 men in one 
night This destruction is illustrated in the following poem. 

The Assynan came down, like a woH on the fold, 

And his cohorts were gleaming in pui’ple and gold , 

And the sheen of then speais was like stars on the sea, 
"When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Calilee 


Like the leaves of the forest when summei is green, 

That host with their banneis, at sunset were seen , 

Like the leaves of thefoiest when autumn hath hloivn, 
That host on the monow lay ivitheied and stioivn 

For the Angel of death spiead his wings on the blast, 
And breathed in the face of the foe as he passed , 

And the eyes of the sleepeis waxed deadly and chill, 
And then hearts but once heaved and for evei grew still 

And there lay the steed ivith his nostiil all wide, 

But tlirough it theie lolled.not the bieath of his piide ; 
And the foam of his gasping lay white on the turr, 

And cold as the spiay oi the lock-beatzng suif 

And there lay the ridei distorted and pale, 

With the dew on his blow and the rust on his mail , 

And the tents were all silent, the banneis alone, 

The lances unlifted, the tiumpets unblown 

And the ^vldo\vs of Asshui aie loud in their wail, ’ 

And the idols arc bioke in the temple of Baal, 

And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the swoid, 
Hath melted like snow in the glance of the Lord 
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XIV. 

THE RAINBOW 

THOJTAS CAMPBEIiI.. 

The antlioi of the following poem is one of the classical poets of mo- 
dern times He is both a poet and a prose writoi , but it is in the for- 
moi characcer that he is most popnlai His poetical woiks aae not nn- 
meious or extensive but are distmgnished for then pure taste and 
choice language, as well as foi the spirit of energy and grandeur which 
poiwades thorn. The chief of these poems are ‘ The Pleasures of 
and * Gertrude of Wyoming ’ Both abound with the finest passages of 
lofty pootiy, and noble moial feeling Amongst the most spinted of 
tlie Author’s minoi pieces are * Hohenhnden ‘ Te Manners of Eng- 
land,’ and ‘The Battle of the Baltic,’ all of which are quoted in 
tills volume The whole of his poetry may be read with benefit and 
pleasure. 

Tbiumpbal aach, that fill'st the sky 
When stoims piepaie to part, 

I ask not proud philosophy 
To teach me what thou nit 

Still seem, as to my childhood's sight, 

A midway station given, 

Eoi happy spmts to alight 
Betwixt the eaith and heaven 

Can all that optics teach, unfold 
Thy foim to please me so. 

As Avhen I dieamt of gems and gold 
Hid in thy ladiant how 1 

When science fiom Cieation’s face 
Enchantment’s veil withdraws, 

Wliat lovely visions yield then place 
To cold mateiial Ians! 


And yet, fan bow, no fabling dreams, 
But woids of the Most High 
Have told why fir!,t tliy robe of beams 
Was woven m the sky 



32 


When o’er the green nndeluged earth 
Heaven’s covenant thou didst shine, 
How came the world’s giey fatheis forth 
To watch thy sacied sign 1 

And when its yellow lustre smiled 
O’er mountains yet untiod, 

Each mother held aloft her child, 

To bless the how of G-od. 

Methinks thy jubilee to keep, 

The first-made anthem rang 
On eaith dehvered from the deep, 

And the first poet sang. 

Nor ever shall the Muse’s eye. 
Unraptured greet thy beam . 

Theme of pnmeval piophecy, 

Be still the poet’s theme ! 

The earth to thee her incense yields. 

The lark thy welcome sings. 

When glittering, in the freshened fields. 
The snowy mushroom springs. 

How glorious is thy gudle, cast 
O’er mountain, tower, and toivn • 

Or mirrored in the ocean vast, 

A thousand fathoms doivn I 

As fresh in yon horizon dark. 

As young thy beauties seem. 

As when the eagle from the ark 
First sported in thy beam 

For, faithful to its sacred page, 

Heaven still rebuilds thy span. 

Nor lets the type grow pale with age 
That first spoke peace to man. 
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XV. 

THE ARK AND DOVE. 

jn VrU) SIGOM’iNFV. 

Iin*5 been dosctibocl ns “the sncctesfc of all the 
ritaii ” Hut productions, nlncli meclnofly on Scriptme 

tl.f met, nrt' not only n ci \ olup;auL but full of deep fceltny A small col- 
leatou of tliein ntis published in London in 1834, entitled 'Laysfmn 
ih West* 

“ -me a stoiy, pha'ic’* — ^1113'^ little gal 
Lis])0(l fiom licr ciatlle — So I bent me clowm, 

Anil toll! liei Iiom it mined, and rained, and mined. 

Till all the floweis avcic coveied, and the tiees 
Hid then tall heads, and ixlieie the houses stood 
And people duelt, a feaiful deluge lolled 
Because the A\oild ivas wicked, and lefuscd 
To heed the woids of God 

But one good man, 

Who long had AAained the sinful to lepout, 

Obev, and love, taught b}’’ the voice of Heaven 
Had built an aik, and thitlici with las mfe 
And childien, tuiiied foi safet}' — Two and tivo. 

Of beasts, and bads, and cieeping things he took, 

With food foi all, and aaIicu the tempest xoaied. 

And the gieat fountains of the slcy pouied out 
A ceaseless flood, till all beside ivas diOAvned, 

The}’^ 111 then quiet vessel dwelt seciue, 

And so the mighty ivaleis boie them up, 

And o’ei the bosom of the deep they sailed 
For many da3'S 

But then a gentle Dove 

’Scaped fiom the casement of the Aik, and spiead 
Hei lovely pinion o’ei that boundless aa aA^e 
All, all Avas desolation , chirping nest, 

Noi face of man, noi living thing she sau”, 

Foi all the jieople of the eaith weie dioAvned, 

Because of disobedience 
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Konglit «!}ic spio<l, 
save vine, (lauc waters, anti a fro\«iing hIv\, 

Noa found her -wean foot a place of icst 
So, with a leaf of olive in lici inontlj. 

Sole fiuit of hei tliear voyage, wlncli porcliance, 
Upon some mecking Inllon floater! hy, 

Witli diooping ivnig, the peaceful Ark she ‘?onglit 
The nghteous man that namleiing Do\o iecei\c<I 
And to her mate lesloicd, who with sad moans 
Had w’ondered at her absence 

Then I looked 

Upon the child, to see if her >oung thought 
■Weaned with follomng mine — her hltie e\e 
Was a glad listener , and the earnest hrcitth 
Of pleased attention cuiled her rose*le.if hp 
And so I told hei how the waters thied, 

And the green hranches w'ai ed. and the sii cot hu ds 
Came np in loveliness, and that meek Hove 
Went foitU to build liei nest, while thousand birds 
Awoke their song of praise, and tlic tired Aik 
Upon the breezy hi east of Aral at 
Reposed, and Hoah, with glad spirit, i eared 
An altar to his God 

Since, many a time, 

"Wheu to her rest eie evening’s eaihect star 
That little one is laid, she fondly asks 
“ The Aik and Dove 

Mothers can tell how oft, 

In the heart’s eloquence, the piayei goes up 
- From a sealed hp , and tenderly hath blent 
With the wai-m teaclimg of tlie sacied tale, 

A voiceless %vish, that when that timid soul, 

Now in the losy mesh of infancy 

Fast bound, shall dare the billows of the world, 

Like that exploring Dove, and find no lest, 

A pierced, a pitying, a ledeeming Hand, 

May gently guide it to the Ark of Peace 
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I w HoiiT »'< \v“ia fw ilii'r of t!m{ bwl of po^t-? that has ndornckl 
i\ . (t», y >• Jiltu hu! J. thi* i*h>«c ot tin* t itflitocuth and 

t i<’ T ftu < \\\ tit of t’ti» tutii'i* t ‘itU ctntnin't lIi"* tlnof imoms art) 
'J f 1 1 ’ »t < (• y\i •/,* i/iff* nrttl H)s pro* 

')Tv« 'd hui In iho pui.'-t t'ntsic attd iho most 

l-'tl 5 «*H 'll v» •*! mvh t-o'DfwJnt w intm;? >n oncrjrs and (ire. Mi. 
j;. *■», M Mi* I no. t r hit <'In< J, wfttn itcaUhj man, and made Ins 

it.-'.hiif n. the finontUct.-t and eufletuig, llo died 

a*) .Jt"’! .n, Jhy. 

Tttr hour .irrhf'-, (In* tnomenl luvhotl and fcnied! 

Hit* thild j*. i)»ni I't tnnm a jwng cjidoniwl, 

Ani jh'^i' tii*’ moilior*- oir Iiaw (.•in'rhf Ins cry, 

Oil I'jiiSti till’ clierub lo hci iiskiui; e\u! 

Hn rr.*j><' — 'lie tl'i-|»*. him To hci 1*o«om prct-^ed, 
iJf* tlfifih- Ihi' luilm of life, and drops (o ic^t 
n**( hi }i*'i •'Jiule hou s-<>on tlu’ ‘«lramici knoivs, 

Hnu ‘■vm hi lui the ghul diMo\ci\ t‘hoi'&! 

A*> i*) h''r lip' ‘-lie lifts the hnch hoy, 

"SN hu nu'iu'iinj; looks of sunpathy and joj ’ 

H>* ii.dks, Iio sjaeik®. Ill innin a broken nord 
Ills lilts, Ins iijsliee and lim (fuels are heard. 

And t'ver, t \ei, to her l.ip Jio flioi*, 

W!n‘« ro>\ sleep eomes on Mith hiicet 51111)11*10. 

J^ixked in hei nniis, his anas acioss hci flung,- 
{Tluii n.ime most tleai foi ci ei on Ins tongue) ‘ 

As a (til soft accents lonnd hei neck ho cling*!, 

And cht'ck to check, hci hilling song she sings , 
lloM Ide-st to fool the heatingi of his heait, 
lircaUho his *iMcot bieath, ami kiss for lass impart, 
Wntch o"cr his slumbci-s'Iikc the blooding dove, 

Ami, if she can, exhaust a niothci’s love • 

But soon a nobler task demands liei care, 

Apart she joins his little hands in prayer, 

Telling of Him who sees in scciet there 1 
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And now the volume on hei Icnee has caught 
His wandeimg eye , now many a mritten thought 
Novel to die, with many a lisping sweet, 

His moving, murmuimg hps endeavom to repeat. 

Released he chases the bright butterfly , 

Oh he would ioUow, follow thiough the slcy * 
Chmbs the gaunt mastiff slumbeimg in his chain, 
And chides and buffets, cbnging by the mane 
Then runs, and kneeling by the fomitain side, 
Sends his biave ship in tnumph doivn the tide, 

A dangerous voyage , or, if now he can. 

If now he weais the habit of a man, 

Mings off the coat so long his piide and pleasiiie. 
And, like a misei digging for his tieasuie. 

His tiny spade in his omi gaiden plies, 

And*^in gieen letteis sees his name anse ! 

Wliere’ei he goes, foi evei in hei sight. 

She looks, and looks, and still with new delight 

Ah ' who, when fadmg of itself away, 

Would cloud the sunshine of his little day f 
Now is the May of Life Oaieeiing lound, 

Joy wmgs his feet, Joy lifts him fiom the giound i 
Pointmg to such, well might Cornelia say, 

When the iich casket shone in bright an ay, 

‘ These aie my jewels !’ Well of such as he. 

When Jesus spake, well might His language be, 

‘ Suffer these little ones to come to me 


xvn 

THE 'PHILOSOPHER’S SCALES 

uy MISS JANE TAILOR, 

A MONK when his ntes saceidotal weie o’ei, 

In the depth of his cell, mth its stone cover’d floor. 
Resigning to thought lus clumeiical biain. 

He formed the contuvance we now shall explain. 
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In youth ’twas piojectecl, hut ycais stole away, 

And ore ’Iwas complete he was UTinkled and grey 
But success is sccuie, unless eneigj'' fails, 

And at length he jnoduced the Philosophei’s Scales 
117m« ncjc they you ask j’^ou shall presently see 
These scales were not made to weigh sugai and tea 
Oh no foi such piopeitics wondious had they, 

That q^ualities, feeling*?, and thoughts they could weigh , 
Togethei with aiticles small oi immense, 

Fiom mountains oi planets to atoms of sense 
Nought was there so hulk)'’ hut there it could lay. 

And nought so cthcnal hut there it would stay. 

And nought so icluctant but in it must go 
All which some examples more clearly will show 
The iii-bt thmg he weighed ivas the head of Voltaiie, 
‘Winch ict-ained all the w'lt that had ever hecn there 
As a weight he tlucw in the tom sciap of a leaf 
Contaimiig the prayer of tiro penitent thief , 

Wlien tlie scull rose aloft with so sudden a spell. 

That it hounced like a hall on the roof of his cell 

One time he put in Alexander the G-ieat, ^ 

And a ganneiit that Dorcas had made, for a weight , 

And though clad in ainioui from sandals to ciorvn. 

The heio rose up, and the garment went doivn 
A long row of alms-houses, amply endowed 
By a w'cll-esteemed pharisee, hu^ and proud. 

Next- loaded one scale, while the other was piest 
By those rnitcs the poor widow threw into the chest 
Up flew the endowment, not werglnng an ounce. 

And dowTi, down the faithing’s-woith came with a bounce. 
Again he performed an experiment rare, — 

A monk, with austerities bleeeding and hare, 

Clunhed into one scale , in the other was lard 
The heart of a Howard, now partly decayed , 

When he found with suipiise, that the whole of his brother 
Weighed less, hy some pounds, than this hit of the other 
n 
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By otlif'r exporiinents (no nutter hon), 

3Ie found tlmt ten chanot<? weighed less than one plough. 
A f-wonl, mill gilt tiappmgs, rose up in the scale, 

Though balanced by only a ten-penny nail. 

A '^hiciil and a liolniet, a hncklci and speai, 

Weighed less than a nidow’s uiiciystallized tear. 

A I'lrd and a lady nent up at full sail, 

When a bee chanced to light on the opposite scale. 

Ten doctois, ten lawyers, ten courtiers, one call, 

Ten coniicillor’s wigs, full of pondci and cnrl. 

All heaped in ono balance, and smnging fiom thence, 
Weighed than a few giains of candoui and sense : 

A fir^t-water diamond, with hiiUiants hegiit, 

Than one good potatoo just washed from the dut. 

Tet no mountains of silver and gold would suffice 
One jictnl to outweigh, ’twas ‘the penil of gieat price ’ 

L i»t of all, the whole world was howled in at the grate, 
With the iuu7 of a boggai to serve for a weight, 

Wiion the scale with the soul in so mightily fell, 

Tii.n It jerhed the philosophei out of his cell. 


xTin. 

THE BBOVIBEXTIAL CAEE OP GOD. 

ni msnop utnEK. 

JiO, the lilip-, of the field, 

Hf/w thtir Icaics instruction jieldl 
II ..rk lo Nature’s kston, given 
li> ibe bh' eed buds of lieavcn ! 

!.<>) ry hiHu and tufted tieo 
iv.cHt philf>.oph} 

* Moil ji. fh from doubt and '•orrow ; 
p'-usi U‘th for the inoiTOv. I 
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" Say^ with lichei crimson glows 
The kingly mantle than the lose ? 
Say, have Jnngs moie wholesome fare 
Than we pool citizens of an ? 

Bains nor hoaiclecl giain have we, 
Yet we caiol menily* 

Moital, fly horn doubt and soiTow; 
Crod piovideth for the moiTowl 

‘ One there lives, whose guardian eye 
Guides our humble destiny ; 

One there hves, who Lord of all, 
Keeps onr feathers lest they fall. 

Pass we bhthely then the time, 
Peailess of the snaie and lime. 

Free from doubt and faithless soiiow : 
God piovideth foi the monow.’ 


XIX. 

THE PEASANT IN A SNOW STORM, 

B1 TH03rS0> 

As thus the snows anse, and foul and fieice 
All wintei diives along the dailcened aii. 

In his own loose revohmg fields the swain 
Bisasteied stands , secs othei lulls ascend, 

Of unknoivn joyless blow, and othci scenes, 

Of honid piospect, shag tlic tiackless plain ; 

Noi finds the iiver nor the forest, hid 
Beneath the formless mid; but wanders on 
Fiom lull to dale, still moie and moic astray, 

Impatient flouncing through the dnftcd heaps, 

Stung with the thoughts oi home, the tlmnuhts ci ho iie 
Hush on his neives, and call their vigoni loith 
E 2 
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Tn a vain attempt. How sinlcs Ins soul t 
IVliav Rack tle';paii, wliat liorroi fills Ins lieait! 

AVlseii toi the tluslv}' spot winch fancy ieigned 
Ih- tnftcd cottage rising tluough the snon, 

H-" moefs the roughness of the imtlclle waste, 
r.o nom the track and hlesscd abode of man; 

While round him nnrht itisistless closes fast, 

And c\on tempc-il honling o’ei lus head, 

It “idtrs the savage wilderness moic wild 
Tiiwi throng the busy shapes into Ins mind, 
t)i c-'ocied pits, unfathomably deep, 

A dno do-cent * beyond tlio iwvoi of host; 

fiiithlesc! bogs , of precipices hnge, 

Smootiied np mtli siion , and nbat is land unknown, 
Whrt outer, oi the still unfrozen spiing, 

In the loos-' mai.h oi solitar}’ lake, 

hfro the hesh fountain fiom the bottom boils 
’1 h* -e ehcvk hii fearful steps, and down he smlcs 
Ib-iKs'th the ^hcUel of the shapeless diift, 

Thi'ikuig o cr all the bitteniess ot death, 

.MjnoI with the tender anguish uatuic shoots 
inrouuh the nnnig bosom of the dying man, 

111'’ n jir, ht'« thildicn, and his fnends unseen 
111 t.ihi t'o him the nfiirious wife piepaies 
Hi ‘ i i'ji bl.t^nig, and the lestmont waim 
iii n lu' httle ehildron, peeping out 
b’ro th, ji demand their sue 


W tb itM'- oi .mfl''-, iimucence Alas' 

\< o 0*' I, or jhildron moie shall he hi'Jjold, 

■■ t'l* > I', u I ‘•lOiod home On <’\ety neive 
1 ' *1 dl* 1 ijib’i si>i/, s. shuts up sen*-c, 
i ^ 1 I i neno t Mt.ds crtiping told 
f " ‘.'ii . d(..*) >• sjiP i.j,ow« " stUKned coi-e, 

' 1 ' ‘i 'A Iburinng in the northern bla-t 
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XX 

THE MAH ABOVE THIS WORLD 

BV DK lOUNG. 

Dn Edward Young, the Author of the ‘NtqU Thoiiahts,^ was 
bom m 1681 and died in 1765. Daiing all his hfo ho ^^a 3 a gicat 
com tier and engaged much in pnbhe afiairs It was not till he was 
nearly sivty yeai s of age, upon the death of his wife, tliat lie began the 
poem by which his name is so celebiated Thus poem contains numer- 
ous sublime passages, full of the noblest imagery, on the gieat subjects 
of Death and Immoitahty ’ Its vanons boohs, howevci, are un- 
counected, and its stylo and manner aio veiy unequal in diffei cut jiarts 
This volume ^contains several of the most admued passages 

Some angel guide my pencil, while I rliaw, 

Wliat nothing less than angel can exceed, 

A man on eaitli devoted to the skies. 

Like ships in seas, while m, ahove the woild. 

With aspect mild, and elevated eye. 

Behold him seated on a mount serene, 

Ahove the fogs of sense, and passion’s stoim; 

All tive black cares and tumults of this life, 

Like hainiless thunders, breaking at his feet. 

Excite his pity, not impau his peace 

Eai til’s genuine sons, the sceptied, and the slave, 

A mingled mob ! a wandeiing heid ! he sees, 

Bewildeied in the vale; in all unlike • 

His full leveise in all ! What highci praise? 

Wliat stioiigei demonstiation of the nght ? 

The piesent all then care, the future his 
Wlien public welfare calls, or prnate want. 

They give to Fame , his bounty he conceals 
Then nitucs i^ainish Nature, his exalt 
Mankind’s esteem they court, and he lus oun. 

Theiis the wild chase of false felicities , 

His the composed possession of the tnie 
Alike througliout is his consistent piece. 

All of Olio coloui, and an even thread, 

IWulc paity-colouiod shreds of happiness 
With hideous gapb between, patch up for them 
£ 3 
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A madman’s lolje, eacli pnff of foitunc blows 
The tatteis by, and shews theix nakedness 
He sees with othex eyes than Ihexxs xvheie they 
Behold a sun, he spies a Deity 
"Wliat makes tbera only smile, makes him adoie 
Wlieie they see mountains, he but atoms sees. 

An empiie, in his balance, weighs a giain. 

They things teiiestiial woiship as divine , 

His hopes immoital blow them by as dust 
That duns his sight, and shoitens his siuvey, 

Wluch longs, in infinite, to lose all bound 
Titles and honouis (if they piove his fate) 

He lays aside to find his dignity 
No dignity they find in aught besides 
They tnumph in externals (wluch conceal 
Man’s leal gloiy) pioud of an eclipse 
Himself too much he piizes to be pioud. 

And nothing thinks so gieat in man as man, 

Too deal he holds his inteiest, to neglect 
Aiiothei’s welfaie, oi his light invade 
Then inteiest, like the lion, lives on piey. 

They kindle at the shadow of a wiong , 

Wiong he sustains ivith tempei, looks on heaieu, 

Noi stoops to think lus injuiei his foe 

Nought but what wounds his viitue grounds his peace 

A coveied heait then ehaiactei defends , 

A coveied heart denies him half lus piaise. 

With nakedness his innocence agices , 

IWiilc then bioad foliage testifies then fall 
Then no-joys end wheie his full feast begins , 

His joys cieate, theiis muidei futuie bliss. > 

To tnumph ni existence, lus alone , 

And his alone, triumphantly to think 
His tnie existence is not yet begun 
His glorious couise was yesterday complete 
Death then was welcome , yet hfe still is sweet. 


43 


XXI 

^TIIE FEUDAL CASTLE 

m SLll 1\AI.TER SCOfT 

Sib W VITER Scott occupies a lugli place among moilcm poets. 
The most popular of hia poems aio ‘T/ic Lay of the last 2hnst,df 
a story of feudal times , ‘ The Lady of the LaUf winch desenbes tlio 
Imolj scenciy in the Western Highlands of Scotland, ‘ JlTu/ imon.’ and 
* 2Vic Zhnsivelsy Of the Scottish BoideiJ In these poems the leadci 
IS earned away to the ages of clmmliy, winch are descubed with great 
powci The old baiomal hall, with its strango inhabitants and cus- 
toms, tho scoiioiy by which it was smionnded, the 103 al com t, tho 
Highland chaso, tho boidei foiay, tho bleak lulls and wooded glens, 
aio all BO vividly pomtiayed, that wo may fancy the lifo of oui foio- 
fatheis 13 passing befoio oui eyes Tlio ovuborant fancy, tiiithful 
painting and fertile invention of tho iioot have made liim a desoi ved and 
most insti iictivo favoniito Noliteraiy wiitei of modem times was 
ovei SO w'ell paid foi Ins piodnctions as Sir W Scott Fascinated by tho 
old in.innoi'S of Ills Scottish foicfatheis, ho dosiied to found a family 
that should posscss’^as lasting a name as any in the iccoids of Feudal 
da \3 With thopiofits of his laboni, he pui chased Estates, built a 
Jlansioii, and eiitoi tamed uiimoious visitoi-s with piincely hospitali- 
tj' But vai ions on cinuslancos bi ought him into a debt of no less than 
£117,000 The wdiolo of this ho stiovo to liquidate by mental laboui , 
but when ho had iioaily succeeded, his bodily hoaltli entirely sank 
He died 111 1832 His caicci is n poweifnl comment on the Sciiptnio 
waiiuiig, “ Seokest thou gioat things for thjself seek them not," 

Day set on Noiliam’s castled steep, 

And Tw'ccd’s fan iivei, bioad and deei), 

And Cheviot’s mountains lone 
The battled towei-s, the Donjon Keep, 

The loop-hole giates wheie captives w-eep, 

The flanlung walls that round it sweep, 

•In yellow'’ lustie shone ' 

Tlio waiiiois on the tuiiets high, 

Moving athwmt the evemng sky. 

Seemed foims of giant height “ 

Tlieii ainioui, as it caught the lays. 

Flashed back again the western blaAC, 

In hues of dazzling light 

St Greoige’s bannei, bioad and gay, 

Now faded, as tho lading lay 
Los'S blight, and less, was Hung , 
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The oveiung lin'l icfli'C' tlff» {>o"f f 
To U on tlin Poujoii 
So houMh it ining 
TJic H'onts liftfl {j.utcfl <*» llif'ir 
Tlie cttstU* giit< s V «'M‘ Iwnrt <! ; 
A1)o\o till’ glooiii) pfiHfll lUi'li. 

Tuning Ins fool<iti'j)s to .i in ii< !i, 

Tlic M'rtiilcr Kejit lus guftni. 

Low Innnining .is lu’ j*<ii ml nloni;, 
Some ancient BonUn gat Ion mg “ong 

A flmtnnt tuimpling ‘>ounil In* lo'.ir- * 
He looL*! iilrtOinl, iitul mioii app* n- 
O’ej Iloinchfl'lull, n plump oi •^p- U' 
Bcnc'itli a ]ieiinfm gn\ . 

Aliorscmanj darting from tig uowd, 
Like lightning fiom a Miinmei iloml, 
Spins on Ins luottlud courn r pio.sd, 
Bofoic the ihiik nil ay. 

Beneath the f-ahlu pali^ ide, 

That dosed the eustle hairicnde, 

Ills bugle-limn he bleu , 

The naidcj hasted from the nail, 

And -n.-inicd the Captain in the hall, 
For well tlio bla-.t lie knew , 

And joj fully that Kniglit did i ill, 

To sewei, £qune, and seneschal 

“JS'ow bioach jc a pipe of MaUoisu*, 

' Bung pasties of the doe, 

And qmcTcly make the cntiance lice, 
And bid my hcialds leady be, 

And c\eiy minstiel sonnd Ins glee. 
And all om ti limpets blow* , 

And fiom the platform, spaie je not 
To file a noble salvo-shot * 

Loid Mauuioii waits below’ ”■ 
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Then to the castle’s lowei waid 
Sped fox-ty yeomen tall, 

The lion-studded gates luibaiied, 

Raised the poitcullis’ pondeious guaid, 
The lofty palisade unsparied, 

And let the diaw-hiidge fall 

’Tis meet that I should tell you now, 
How faiily aimed, and oidered how. 

The soldieis of the guaid, 

With niusquet, pike, and monon. 

To welcome nohle Maimion, 

Stood in the castlc-yaid , 

Minstiels and tiumpeteis weie theie. 

The gunnel held his linstock yaie, 

Roi welcome-shot piepared. — 
Enteied the tiain, and such a clang, 

As then thiough all his timets lang, 

Old Noiham nevei heaid 

The guards then momce-pikes advanced. 
The tiumpets flouiished hiave, 

The cannon fiom the ramparts glanced, 
And thuudeiing welcome gave 
A hlythe salute, in maiiial soit, 

The minstiels well might sound, 

Foi, as' Loid Marmion ciossed the comt. 
He scatteied angels lound 
“Welcome to Noihara, Mamnon ! 

Stout heait, and open hand ! 

Well dost thou hiook thy gallant loan, 
Thou flowei of English land 1 
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I]vrf4 diaruiiiji', i‘\‘f «••«, 

Wln’U \mU (ho Iwl** 'iiif iu»‘ d'i* vh 1 . J 
Tin* totintnin*** fall, th" nv*-"- (t >>,, 

The Will' V ann ^ ? 

The ■MJinlv ‘'tuimiH luM Mrh, 
Roiighl> tnshing on th* ’-5' ’ 

The plcas'int ‘'ImI, tin* ruin*'! ( 'U*'?, 

The naktil roelc. tin* f'h.tilj ) -mi*!-; 

The ton n ami \ ill.iif-*. doim ,iM'l irnn, 
Each gi\e ea«h n d»»Ml4« diurm. 

As pearK tipon an Eduop’s nan 
Sec, on the inountamV ‘•{*iith> 'h h', 
Wiere tlie piO'<pM‘( opens nnie, 

WTioie the o\ening^ pihE tho ti4e, 

Hon close ami ‘•mall the h< .!g< lit* 1 
"Wliat stroaKs of Jiicatlon > th.Ml.,* 
A stop, inethinhv, may pa-- the .-ti '“m, 
So little distant thin"tr>. s.,em , 

So ne mistake the funiies faM\ 

Ejed thioiigh hope'- dclmlitig gle— j 
As yon Rumimts soft ami fan, 

Clad in coloms of the air, 

Whicli to those nhn journey near, 
Barren, himvn, and rough appear, 

Still ne tread, the siime coaise a\.\j , 

The present’s still a cloudy daj. ' 

Now, even non , niv joi s mn higli, 

As on the mountain tnrf I he , 
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WTiile the wanton zeplijT sings, 

And in the vale peifumes his mngs ; 

the waters niiirmni deep, 

"WHule the shephcid charms lus sheep, 
"Willie the hiids unhounded fly, 

And with music fill the sky, 

Now, even now, my joys run high. 

Be full, ye couits, ho gieat who ivill, 
Seaich foi, peace with all youi skill , 
Open wide the lofty dooi. 

Seek hei on the maihle floor • 

In 1 am you seaich, she is not there ; 

In vain you seaich the domes of care i 
Glass and flowers quiet tieads. 

On the meads and mountain heads, 
Along mth pleastiie close allied, 

Evoi hy each othei’s side 
And often, hy the muimunng nil, 

Heais the tluush, while all is still, 
Within the gioves of Gioiigai Hill. 


Nxiil. 

‘YE hlARINERS OF ENGLAND.’ 

K 

UV TH02UCAS CAMFBELl^* 

Ye maiineiS of England I 
That guaid our native seas; 

Wliose flag has hraved a thousand years, 
The battle and the hieeze! 

Youi gloiious standaid launch again 
To match anothei foe 1 
And sweep thiough the deep 
"i^Hiile the stormy winds do blow , 
mile the battle lages loud and long, 

And the stoimy ivinds do blow. 
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Tlie spirits of your fatlieis 
Shall start from every ivave ! 

For the deck it was their field of fame, 
And Ocean was then giave 
Wliere Blake and mighty Nelson fell, 
Torn manly heaits shall glow, 

As ye sweep thiough the deep, 

"Willie the stoimy winds do blow , 
T\niile the battle rages loud and long, 
And the stormy winds do blow 

Britannia needs no bulwarks, 

No toweis along the steep , 

Hei maich is o’ei the mountain waves, 
Her home is on the deep 
With thundeis fiom hei native oak 
She quells the floods below, — 

As they loai on the shore. 

When the stormy winds do blow , 
When the battle rages loud and long. 
And the stormy winds do blow. 

The meteor flag of England 
Shall yet temfic bum , 

Till dangei’s troubled night depart. 
And the star of peace letum. 

Then, then, ye ocean wamois ! 

Our song and feast shall flow 
To the fame of youi name, 

Wlien the stoim has ceased to blow ; 
When the fiery fight is heaid no more, 
And the storm has ceased to blow 
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xxrv 

THE FATIIER’S EETUEX. 

BY MARY nOBITT 

Tho clock IS on the stiokc of six, 

The father’s woilc is done , 

Sweep up the health and uioutl the lire, 
And put tlie kettle on 
The night-innd it is blowing cold, 

’Tis dreary ciossing o’er the uold 

He’s ciossing o’ei the iiold apace, 

He’s strongei than the btoim , 

He docs not feci the cold not he. 

His lieait it IS so wanu 
For fathei’s hoait is stout and true. 

As ever human bosom knew 

He makes all toil all hardship, light , 
Would all men wcic the same — 

So ready to be pleased, so kind, 

So' veiy slow to blame > 
li'olks need not be unkind, austere, 

Foi Io^c has leadier imII than fear 

And we’ll do all that fathei hke^, 

His ivlios aic so feA\ , 

Would they >ioie moie, that c\cr\ hour 
Some u isli 01 liib I knew ! 

I’m suic it makes a hapjiy dav, 

When I can plea«c him ain u iv 

I know he’s coming by this sign, 

That b'lbv s almo-»t uild. 

See how he laughs and crons and stare=, 
Heavon blees the merr\ ihiM ’ 

His fathoi’s self in Jace ind limb 
And father’b heart n- strong in him 


1 
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Haik f liailc ! I hoar liis footstep now 
He’s tlnougli the gaulcn gate 
Kun, little Bess, and ope the door, 

And do not let him wait 
Shout, hahy ! shout, and clap thy hands, 
Foi father on the tlneshold stands 


XXY 

PEOCRASTINATION. 

BY MRS SIGOURNFl 

Alone he sat, and wept That veiy night 
The ambassador of God, with cainost Fcal 
Of eloquence had warned him to lepont, 

And, like the Boman at Dmsilla’s side. 

Hearing the trath, he tiemhled Conscience wrought. 
Yet sin allured The stiuggle shook him sore, 

The dim lamp waned , the houi of midnight tolled , 
Preayer sought foi entiance, but the heait h.ul closed 
Its diamond valve He tliiew him on his couch 
And hade ihe Spirit of his God dvpail 
— But thoie was wai within him, and he sighed 
“ Depart not utteily, thou Blessed One I 
Beturn when youth is past, and make my soul 
Por ever thine ” 

With landling brow he trod 
The haunts of pleasuie, while the viol’s voice. 

And Beauty’s smde, his joyous pulses woke 
To love he Icnelt, and on his biow she hung 
Hei fieshest myrtle-wieath — Poi gold he sought, 

And winged Wealth indulged him, till the woild 
Pronounced him happy Manhood’s vigorous prime 
Swelled to its climax, and his busy days 
And lestlcss nights swept hke a tide away 
Care struck deep root around him, and each shoot, 
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Still striking earthward, like the Indian tree. 

Shut out Avith uoven shades the c\e of lleaitn , 

Wlien, lo! a inosvigc fioin the Crtitihed — 

“Look unto me and live ” Pausing he ‘spake 
Of weanness, and haste and ■want of tune, 

And duty to Ins cliildien and hc‘>ouglit 
A longer space to do the woik of lieaicn 

Grod spake agaiii^ when Age had chod its ‘«noUE 
On his wan temples and the paKicd hand 
Shiank fiom gold-gatheung But the rigid tJnni 
Oi liabit bound him, and he still implored 
A 77101 C convenient season . — 

“ See mv ‘•top 

Is film and free — my unqiionehcd o\e dehglits 
To view this pleasant noild, and lili' mill me 
Jlay last foi mam joais In the oalmhoui 
Ol lingeiing sickness, I can bettei fit 
Foi vast eteiiiity ” 

37i‘>cnsp apj»rovhc‘d, 

And Eeason /led The maniac stro\e mtli Loath, 

And giappled like a fiend, mth «hiick-> and uk.- 
Till daikiicss smote his c\e-balls, and thick no 
Closed 111 aiound his he irt -stung' The poor tl .y 
Lay vanquished and disUntcd But the 'oiil — 

The soiil, uhosc pumi'^Cfl sianm iinti vmnt 
To hcaikcu to its 3Iakei ' c*dl. had gone 
To vcigh Ills snneiaiicc mth its omi abu'o, 

And bide the audit 


XXVI 

coxsciBxn: 

ht hi loisn 

O treacherous (ViU'Oiom nhile 'lie ‘f ' u' 

On ro'o and nuillo lulled %\ith smsi '.a.g 
i 2. 
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TVliiIe she seems, nodding o’er hei chaige, to drop 
On headlong appetite the slackened lem, 

And give ns np to license, nnrecalled, 

Unmarked , — see, horn behind hei secret stand. 

The sly informer minutes every fault, 

And hei diead diaiy with honoi fills 
2Tot the gross act alone employs hei pen 
She recoimoities Fancy’s airy band, 

A watchful foe ! The formidable spy, 

Listemng, o’eihears the whispers of oui camp. 

Our dawning purposes of heart explores. 

And steals our embryos of iniquity. 

As all-rapacious usuiers conceal 
Their doomsday-book from all-consuming hens ; 
Thus, with indulgence most seveie, she treats 
Us spendtlmfts of inestimable time , 

Unnoted, notes each moment mis-apphed , 

In leaves moie dm able than leaves of brass 
TVntes our whole history, which Death shall lead ' 
In every pale delinquent’s private ear, 

And Judgment publish , publish to moie worlds 
Than this ; and endless age in gioans resound 
Lorenzo, such that sleeper m thy bieast I 
Such is hei slumber, and her vengeance such 
For slighted counsel • such thy future peace » 

And thinkest thou still thou canst be wise too soon ^ 
But why on time so lavish is my song ? 

On this great theme, kind Nature keeps a school, 

To teach hei sons heiself Each night we die , 

Each mom are bom anew , each day a life i 
And shall we kill each day ? If tiiflmg kills. 

Sure nee must butcher 0 what heaps of slam 
Cry out for vengeance on us ! Time destioyed 
Is suicide, where more than blood is spilt ' /y-- 
Timc flics, death urges, knells call, heaven invites. 
Hell tlireatens all exerts , in effort, all , 
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More than creation lahoms ' — labours more ? 

And IS there in cieatioii, what, amidst 
This tumult imiveisal, ivinged despatch, 

And aident eneig)'-, supinely yawns? — 

Man sleeps, and man alone , and man nhose fate. 

Fate nieveisible, entire, extreme, 

Endless, ban -hung, hieeze-shaken, o’er the gulf 
A moment tiemhles , drops • and man, foi whom 
All else IS m alaim, man the sole cause 
Of this suiiounding stoiml and 3 ’^et he sleeps. 

As the stonn rocked to lest — Throw years away ? 
Tlnow empires, and he blameless Moments seize. 
Heaven’s on then wing a moment we may avisIi, 

Wlien worlds want rvealth to buy Bid day stand still. 
Bid him diive back his cai, and le-impoit 
The penod past, re-give the given houi 
Lorenzo, more than miracles we want , 

Lorenzo, 0 for yesterday's to come > 


XXVH 

THE THEBE WAKHIHGS 

nr JIBS innALB 

The Antlioioss of the folloiving piece ivas the intimate friontl of the 
coiubiutcd Di Johnson, ■whoso anecdotes and letteis she puhlished 

The tree of deepest root is found 
Least willing still to quit the giound , 

Twas theiefoie said by ancient wiges, 

That love of life increased nith years 
So much, that m oui latter stages. 

When pains grow sharp, and sickness rages, 

The greatest loi'c of life appears 
This great affection to bcliei’c, 

Winch all confess but few perceive. 

If old assertions can’t pievail, 

Be pleased to hear a inodeni tale 
Jf 3 
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When spoils went round, and all weic guy, 
On neigliljom Dodson’s wcdding-dny, 

Death called aside the jocund giooin 
With him into anothei looin. 

And, loolang giave, — ‘You must,' sajs ho, 

‘ Quit youl sweet hiide, and come with me.’ 

‘ With you I and quit my Susan’s side ? 

With you I’ the hapless husband ciicd ; 

‘ Young as I am, ’tis monstious haid ' 

Besides, in tiuth, I’m not prcpaied 
My thoughts on othci mattcis go 
This IS my ivcddiug day you know ’ 

Wliat moie he urged, I have not heard 
His reasons could not well be stionger, 

So death the pooi delinquent spaicd, 

And left to live a little longei 
Yet, calling up a senous look, 

His houi-glass tiembled while he spolcc — 

‘ Neighbour,’ he said, ‘ faiewell > no moie 
Shall Death disturb youi mii Ihful hour 
And farther, to avoid all blame, 

Of ciuelty upon my name. 

To give you time foi piepaiation, 

And fit you foi youi futuie station. 

Three several wannngs you shall have, 

Befoie you’ie summoned to the giave , 
Willing foi once I’ll quit my piey. 

And giant a kind lepiieve , 

In hopes you’ll have no more to say , 

But, when I call again this way. 

Well pleased the woild will leave ’ 

To these conditions both consented. 

And parted perfectly contented 

What next the hero of oui tale befel. 

How long he lived, how wise, how well, 
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Hoav louudly lie pursued lus couise, 

And smoked lus pipe, and stroked lus lioi’se, 
The willing Muse shall tell 
He chaffeied, then he bought and sold, 

Hoi once peiceived his gromng old, 

Noi thought of Death as near 
His fiiends not false, lus Avife no sinew, 

Many his gams, lus cluldien feiv. 

He passed his liouis in peace 
But Avhile he vieAved lus wealth increase, 
Willie thus along life’s dusty load, 

The beaten track content he tiod. 

Old time, Avhose haste no mortal spaies, 
Uncalled, unheeded, unawares, 

Bi ought on lus eightieth yeai 
And now, one night, in musing mood, 

As all alone he sate. 

The unwelcome messengei of Fate 
Once moie befoie him stood 

Half-lalled Awtli anger and sitipiise, 

- ‘So soon letunied I’ old Dodson cues 
‘ So soon, d’ye call it?’ Death leplies 
‘ Surely, my fnend, you’ie but in je«t * 

Since I Avas heie befoie 
’ Tis SIX and thirty yeais at least, 

And you aie iioav foui-scoie ’ 

‘ So much the Avoree,’ the cIoaati lejoined , 

‘ To sjiaie the aged Avonld be kind 
Beside, you piouiised me Three Waining®! 
Which I Inwe looked foi nights and moining*?, 
But foi that loss of time and ease, 

I can recover damages ’ 

I j ]tnoAv,’ cries Death, ‘that at the best, 

I seldom am a Avelcome guest , 
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But don’t be captions, friend, at least , 

I little tbongbt you’d still be able 
To stump about yom farm and stable • 

Youi yeais have inn to a gieat length 
I ivish you joy, though, of youi sticngth 1’ 

‘ Hold,’ says the fanner, ‘ not so fa'-t ’ 

I have been lame these four ycais past ’ 

‘And no gieat ivondei,’ Death lephcs 
‘ However, you still keep your eyes , 

And sure to see one’s loves and friends, 

Bor legs and aims would make amends ’ 

‘ Peihaps,’ says Dodson, ‘ so it might, 

But latterly I’ve lost in}' sight * 

‘ This IS a shocking tale, ’lis tine , 

But still there’s comfoit left for you 
Each strives your sadness to amuse , 

I warrant you hear all the News ’ 

‘ Theie’s none,’ cues he, ‘and if there were, 
I’m groun so deaf, I could not hear ’ 

‘ Nay, then,’ the spectie stem rejoined. 
These are unjustifiable yearnings , 

If you aie lame, and deaf, and hliml, 

You’ve had youi Thiee sufficient Warnings , 
Bo come along, no more we’ll part ,’ 

He said, and touched him with his dart. 

And now Old Dodson, turmng pale. 

Yields to his fate — so ends my talc 
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xxvm 

THE BATTLE OP THE’ BALTK 

BTl THOMAS CAMPBELL. 

Of Nelson and tlie Noith, 

Sing the gloiions day's lenown, 

^^^^en to battle heice came forth 
All the might of Benmaik s ciown, 

And hei aims along the deep piondly shone , 

By each gun the lighted hi and, 

111 a hold detci mined hand, 

And the Piince of all the land 
Led them on 

Like leviathans afloat, 

Lay then buhvaiks on the biine , 

AlHiile the sign of battle flew 
On the lofty Biitish hne 
It nas ten of Apiil mom by the chime 
As they diifted on then path, 

Theic was silence deep as death , 

And the boldest held liis bieath. 

For a time 

But the might of England flushed 
To anticipate the scene , 

And hei van the fleetei nished 
O’ei the deadly space between 

“Hearts of oak'” oui captains cued, when each gun 

Piom its adamantine lips 

Spiead a death-shade round the ships. 

Like the lumicane eclipse 
Oi the sun 

Again ! agaih I again 1 
And the havoc did not slack, 

Till a feeble cheei the Bane 
To oiu cheeiing sent ns back — 
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Thezr shots nlong the rlecjj slowly boom , — 
Then ceased — and all is wail, 

As they stiike the shatteied sail , 

Or, m conflagiation pale, 

Light the gloom 

Out spoke the victoi then. 

As he hailed them o’er the wave , 

“ Yo arc brotheis I ye aie men ! 

And we conquei but to sa% e — 

So peace instead of death let ns bung , 

But yield, pioud foe, thy fleet, 

With the Clews, at England’s feet, 

And make submission meet 
To oui king ” 

Then Denmaik blessed our chief, 

That he gave hei wounds lepose , 

And the sounds of joy and giicf 
From hei people wildly lose, 

As death withdiew his shades from the day 
Wlule the sun looked smiling biight, 

O’er a wide and uoful sight, 

Where the flies of funeiai light 
Died away 


Now joy, Old England, raise ! 

For the tidings of thy might. 

By the festal cities’ blaze, 

Wlule the wine-cup shines in light , 
And yet amidst that joy and upioar. 
Let us think of them that sleep, 

Full many a fathom deep, 

By thy uild and stonny steep, 
Elsinoie i 
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Bravo hearts 1 to Bntam’s pride 
Once so faithful and so tiue, 

On tlie deck of fame that di6d , — > 

"With the gallant good Eiou 

Soft sigh the winds of heaven o’ei their grave 

’\^Tiile the billon niouniful rolls, 

And the incnnaid’s song condoles, 

Singing glory to the souls 
Of the brave 


XXIX 

GLOEY 

B1 MIlTOir 

For what is glory but the blaze of fame, 

The people’s praise, if always pi arse unmixed ? 

And what the people, but a herd confused 
A miscellaneous labblc, who extol 
Things vulgai, and, well weighed, scarce worth the praise ? 
Tliey praise and tlioy admire they loiow not what. 

And know not whom, but as one leads the other , 

And what delight to be by such extolled 
To live upon their tongues, and be then talk. 

Of whom to be dispiaised weie no small piaise? — 

His lot who dales be singulaily good 
The intelligent among them and the wise 
Are few, and gloiy scarce of few is laised 
They err, who count it gloiious to subdue 
By conquest fai and ivide, to ovemin 
Large countiies, and in fields great battles win, 

Gieat cities by assault what do these worthies, 

But rob and spoil, burn, slaughtei, and enslave 
Peaceable nations, neighbounng or remote, 

Made captive, yet deserving freedom more 
Than those then conquerors, who leave belund 
Nothing but rum wheresoe’er they rove. 
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And all the flourishing worla of peace destroy ; 
Then swell with pnde, and must be titled gods, 
Great benefactois of manland, delivcrei-s, 
Worshipped with temple, piiest and saciificc? 

One IS the son of Jove, of Mais the other , 

Till conq:ueroi Death discover them scaice men. 
Rolling in hmtish vices, and defoimcd, 

Violent or shameful death their due icward. 

But if there he in gloiy aught of good, 

It may by means far diffeient be attained 
Without ambition, oi violence , 

By deeds of peace, by wisdom eminent, 

By patience, tcmpeiance I mention still 

Him whom thy wrongs, inth saintly patience home. 

Made famous in a land and times obsciiie , 

Wlio names not now ^vlth honour patient Job ? 

Pool Socrates, (who next moie memorable?) 

By what he taught and suffeied for so doing. 

For truth’s sake suffering death unjust, lives now 
Equal in fame to proudest conqucrois 
Yet if for fame and gloiy aught be done, 

Aught suffeied , if young Afiicane for fame 
His wasted conntiy heed hom Pumc rage, 

The deed becomes unpiaised, the man at least. 

And loses, though but verbal, his leward 


XXX 

THE BATTLE OF FLODDEN FIELD 

BY SIR WAITER SCOTT 

But, see i look up — on Flodden bent. 

The Scottish foe has £ied his tent — 

And sudden, as he spoke, 

From the sharp ndges of the hiU, 

All downward to the banks of Till, 

Was wreathed in sable smoke. 



61 


VoUimcd and vast, and rolling far, 

Tlie cloud enveloped Scotland’s war, 

As domi the lull they broke 
Nor martial shout, noi minstrel tone, 
Announced their maich ; then tiead alone, 
At times one warning tnimpet blown, 

At times a stifled hum, 

Told England, from his mountain-thione 
King James did rushing come 
Scarce could they hear, oi see their foes, 
Until at weapon-pomt they close 
They close, in clouds of smoke and dust, 
With swoid-sway, and vutli lance’s thrust ; 

And such a yell was there, 

Of sudden and portentous birth, 

As if men fought upon the earth, 

And fiends m upper an 
Long looked the anxious squires , theii eye 
Could in the darkness nought descry 

At length the freshening western blast 
Aside the sliioud of battle cast , 

And, first, the iidge of mingled spears 
Above the brightemng cloud appeal’s , 

And in the smoke the pennons flew. 

As 111 the storm the white sea-mew 
Then marked they, dashing broad and far, 
The broken billows of the war. 

And plumed crests of chieftains biave. 
Floating like foam upon the wave , 

But nought distinct they see * 

Wide raged the battle on the plain , 

Speais shook, and faulchions flashed amain; 
Fell England’s ai'fbw-fiight hke rain ; 

Crests rose, and stooped, and rose again, 
Wild and disorderly 

G 
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the scene of tumult, high 
They saw Lord Marmion’s falcon fly 
And stainless Tunstall’s hannci iihite, 

And Edmund Howaid’s lion hnght, 

Still heal them biavely in the fight , 

Although against them come, 

Of gallant Gordons many a one, 

And many a stubborn Ilighlandraan, 

And many a rugged Bolder clan, 

With Huntley, and with Ilorae. 

Ear on the left, unseen the while, 

Stanley broke Lennox and Argyle , 

Though theie the western mountaineer 
Bushed ivith baie bosom on the spear, 

And flung the feeble targe aside, 

And with both hands the broad-sword plied 
’Twas vain — But Fortune, on the right, 

With ficlde smile, cheered Scotland’s fight 
Then fell that spotless bamiei white, 

The Howard’s lion fell 
Yet still Lord Manmon’s falcon flew 
With wavering flight, while fieicer grew 
Aiound the battle yell 
The Border slogan lent the sV 1 
A Home I a Gordon ! was the ciy ; 

Loud were the clanging blows , 

Advanced, — ^forced back, — ^now low, now high 
The pennon sunk and lose , 

As bends the bark’s mast in the gale, 

When rent are ngging, shrouds, and sail. 

It waveied mid the foes. 

By this, though deep the evening fell, 

StiU rose the battle’s deadly swell, 

Eoi still the Scots, around their king, 
Unbroken, fought in desperate nng 
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Wlieie’s now tlieii victor vawaicl n’ing', 
Wheie Huntley, and wlieie Home? — 

0 foi a blast of that diead hora, 

On Fontaiabian echoes home, 

That to King Ohailes did come, 

When Howland biave, and Oliviei, 

Wlien eveiy paladin .and peei, 

On Roncesvalles died ! 

Such blast might wain them, not in vain, 

To quit the plundei of the slam, 

And turn the doubtful day again, 

Willie yet on Flodden side, 

Afai the Eoyal Standard flies, 

And louud it toils and bleeds and dies 
Oui Caledonian piide ! 

But as they left the dailcening heath, 

Moie despeiate grew the stnfe of death 
The English sluifts in vollies hailed. 

In headlong charge then hoise assailed 
Fiont, flank, and leai, the squadrons sueep 
To break the Scottish ciicle deep, 

That fought around then lang 
But yet, though thick the shafts as snow. 
Though chiiigmg knights like whiilwimls go, 
Though bill-men pile the ghastly blow, 
Unbioken was the iing 
The stubborn speai-men still made good 
Then daik impenetrable ivood. 

Each step 2 )ing where liis comiade stood, 

The instant that he fell 
No thought was theie of dastaid flight , 
Linked in the seined iihalauK tight, 

Groom fought like noble, squiie like knight, 
As feailessly and u ell , 

Till uttei dailcness closed her mng 
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O'er their thin host and wounded lang-. 

Then skilful Suiioy’s sage commands 
Led back from stiife hisshatteied bands , 

And fiom the chaige they diew, 

As mountain-waves, from wasted lands, 

Sweep back to ocean blue. 

Then did their loss his foemcn know ^ 

Then lang, then loids, their mightiest Ion • 
They melted fiom the field, as snow, 

Wlien sticams aic swoln and south winds blow. 
Dissolves in silent dew^ 

Tweed’s echoes heaid the ceaseless pla^h, 

‘While many a bioken band, 

Disoideied, through hei cunents dash, 

To gain the Scottish land , 

To toAvn and tower, to down and dale. 

To tell led Flodden’s dismal tale, 

And raise the umveisal wail. 

Tradition, legend, tune, and song, , 

Shall many an age that wail prolong : 

StiH horn the sue the son shall hcai 
Of the stem stnfe, and carnage dieai. 

Of Flodden’s fatal field ; 

Wheie shivered was fair Scotland’s spear 
And bioken was her shield. 


XXXI. 

ADDRESS TO A MUBIMT. 

Ur HOSACE SMITH 

These verses ai e the production of Mr Horace Smith and are " a 
fehoitons compound of fact, humour and sentiment, forcibly and ongi- / 
nally expressed” Their ■writer was one of twobiothois, long cele* 
hrated in London Society for tbeir lively hnmonr and liteiaiy ability 
The woik by which they are best known is named ‘The Rejected Ad- 
dresses,’ 

Anb thou hast walked about (how strange a story f ) 

In Thebes’s streets three thousand years ago, 



G5 


Whon the Mojunoiiium wns in all if-? glory, 

And fiino had not bogiin to oAcifhrow 
TIioh' Icinjdfs. ludfU'CN aiul piles ‘^tnpendons, 

Ui uIjioIi file \oi,i iHinsnie licincndous. 

f^p-'idi I for fliou long enough hast nefed Dummy, 

Tlion hn-'f a tongue, come, let us hcai its tune, 

J lion nrt st-mding on lh\ lcg^, nho\c giound. Mummy I 
UesiMUng the glimpses of the moon, 

Xot liKo thin gln'sts 01 disenihodicd crentmes, 

Ihit with Ihj hones and flesh, and limbs and features 

Tj")) tis, fur doubtless (bon caust iccollect, 

To nhom slmnld no assign the spliinv’s fame? 

Wis ('iieops «t r<*pln cues ardiif cot 
Ot either piiamid that heats his name? 

Ts I’ompii’s ptihii redh a miMiomei ? 

11.1*1 Thehes a hnndrcd gates, as snng by Uoniei ? 

l\rli*ij>s tbou nerl a Jlasou, and foibiddcn 
Dy uitb t<» tell the unstciics of thy trade 
Then siv nhat aeerot melody was liuldeu 
In MemnonV st-itne nhieh at sunnsc played? 

Perh.ips thou ^\eIt a jmest , if so, my stiuggles 
Ale ^niu, for pnesleiaft uescr owns its juggles 

I’erclmmc that \erj hand, now pinioned flat, 

JIas lioh-a-nobhed nith Pharaoh, glass to glass, 

Or diopt a half])omi) in Ilonici’s hat, 

Or doffed thine onn to let Queen Dido pass , 

Or Iield, hy Solomon’s own invitation, 

A torch at the great temple’s dedication. 

I need not ask thee, if that hand, when armed, 

Has any Roman soldici mauled and knuckled, 

For thou wast dead, and buued, and embalmed, 

Ere Romulus and Remus had been suckled 
Antiquity appears to have begun, 

Long after thy piimcval xacc was run. 

G 3 
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Thou couldst develop, if that witheied tongue 
Might tell us what those sightless oihs have seen, 

Hoav the woild looked when it ivas ficsh and young, 

And the gieat deluge still had left it giecn , 

Or was it then so old, that histoiy s pages 
Contained no lecoid of its eaily ages ? 

Still silent, incommunicative elf ? 

Alt swom to secrecy ? then keep thy vowsj 
But pr’ythee tell us something of thyself, 

Beveal the seciets of thy piison-house 
Since in the -world of spiiits thou hast shimheied, 

"What hast thou seen, what stiange advcntuies numhcied ? 

Since fiist thy foim was in tlm box extended, 

We have, above giound, seen some stiange mutations, 
The Eoman empire has began and ended , 

New woilds have iisen , ue have lost old nations , 

And countless kings have into dust been hmnhled, 

While not a fragment of thy flesh has cmrahled. 

Pidst thon not heai the pothei o’ci thy head, 

Wlien the gieat Pereian conqueioi, Camhy^es. 

Maiched aimies o'ei thy tomb with thundenng tiead, 
O'erthiew Obiiis, Orus, Apis, Isis, 

And shook the pyiaxmds nith fear and wondei, 

When the gigantic Memnou fell asundoi ? 

If the tomb’s seoiets may not be confessed, 

The natuie of thy pnvate life unfold 

A heart has thiohbed beneath that leathern hi east, 

And teais adoivn that dusky cheek have lollod 

Have children chmhed those knees and kissed that face ’ 
What was thy name and station, age and lace ’ 

Statue of flesh ; immortal of the dead ! 

Impenshahle type of evanescence ^ 

Posthumous man, who quitt’st thy nanow bed, 

And staudest uudecayed ivithin oui piesence, 
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Tliou Avilt heal nothing till the Judgment moimng, 
Wlien the gieat tiump shall thiill thee ivith its Avainmg, 

Wliy should this worthless tegument enduie, 

If its undying guest he lost for evci ? 

0 let us keep the soul embalmed and puie 
111 living viitue, that when both must sevei, 

Although coiiTiption may oui fiame consume, 

The immoital spirit lu the slaes may bloom. 


xxxn 

THE VILLAGE PEASANT 

Bl CIUBB£. 

The Rev George Cr4.bbe was bom in bumble hfo in an English 
country town After receiving a good education he began to piactise 
as a Surgeon , but finding his piospeots gloomy, ho determined to go to 
London to push his foi tune After sufiei mg much privation, his ge- 
nius attracted the notice of Buike, by whose aid he was comfortably 
established lu life He became a clergyman and foi the remamdei of 
his days lived among the poor as a paiish minister He was bom in 
1754. and died m 1832 His chief poems aie ‘ The Village,’ ‘ The 
Parish Begister,’ ‘ Tales %n Verse,’ and ‘ The Borough * In these 
works he describes with gi eat force the character of the English peasants 
and then mode of hfe So e^act are his details that he has been called 
* Natuie’s sternest poet, but the best ’ We do not find m his writings, 
those fanciful descnptions of rut al life in which some poets indulge 
but ae lead of human nature as it really is, its follies, ireaknesses, its 
hatd tiuals, its vices and its miseiy. 

To pomp and pageantry in nought alhed, 

A noble jieasant, Isaac Ashfoid, died 
Noble he was, contemning all things mean, 

1Ti.s tiutli unquestioned and his soul seiene , 

Of no man’s presence lhaac felt ahaid. 

At no man’s question Isaac looked dismayed 
Shame knew him not, he dieaded no disgiace , 

Truth, simple tiuth, was wiitten in his face 
Yet wlule the seiious thought his soul appioved, 

Cheeiful he seemed, and gentleness he lo\ed . 

To bhss domestic he his heart resigned, 
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And, with the iimest, hnd the fondest mind 
Were otheis joyful, he looked wniling on, 

And gave allowance, where he needed none , 

Grood he lefused with futme ill to hvy, 

Nor knew a joy that caused leflection’s sigh 
A fnend to virtne, his unclouded hi east 
No envy stung, no jealousy distiessed , 

Yet was he far from stoic piide lemovcd , 

He felt humanely, and he waimly loved . 

I maiked his action when his infant died, 

A-nfl his old neighhoui foi offence was tiied . 

The still teais, stealing down that fimowcd check. 
Spoke pity, plainei than the tongue can speak 
If piide weie his, ’twas not then vulgai piide, 
Who, in their base contempt, the gieat deiide , 

Nor pride in learning, though niy cleik agiced, 

If fate should call him, Ashfoid might succeed ; 
Noi pride in rustic slall, although we Imew 
None his supeiioi, and liis equals few, 

But if that spmt in his soul had place. 

It was the jealous piide that shuns disgiace 
A pnde in honest fame, by viitue gamed, 

In sturdy boys to viituous labours trained ; 

Piide in the powei that guards his country’s coast, 
And all that Englishmen enjoy and boast , 

Piide in a life that slandei’s tongue defied, 

In fact, a nohle passion, misnamed pride 

He had no party’s lage, no sectaiy’s whim ; 
Chiistian and countryman rvas all with him , 

True to his chuich he came , no Sunday shower 
Kept him at home in that important hour ; 

Nor his film feet could one persuading sect, 

By the strong glare of then new light direct 
“ On hope in mine own sober light I gaze, 

But should be blind and lose it in your blaze.” 
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In times severe, when many a stuidy swain 
Pelt it his piicle, his comfoit to complain , 

Isaac then wants would soothe, his onm would hide, 
And feel in that his comfort and his piide. 

I feel his absence in the hours of prayer. 

A nd view his seat, and sigh foi Isaac theie ; 

I see no moie those white lodes thinly spiead 
Eound the hald polish of that honouied head . 

No moie that awful glance on playful wight, 
Compelled to loieel and tiemhle at the sight, 

To fold his fingeis, all m dread the while, 

Till Mistei Ashfoid softened to a smile , 

No moie that meek and suppliant look in piayer, 
Noi the pme faith, to give it force, are theie , 

But he IS blessed, and I lament no moie, 

A wise good man contented to be pooi 


xxxm 

ON THE MOENINe OP CHKIST’S NATITITY 

BY JIIITOS’ 

Jons MitTOU the Author of the immortal ‘Pabadise Lost,’ was 
bom m London in December, 1608 Like his 
ed a taste for musio, and was uell skilled in , 

was so carefully educated that he bemme an f eX 
vet a bov, aud having enteied the Unneisity of Onmbiidge, greatjv 

SS.^£hS„n».lf°» a «to.cal acl.ol„ WMe .t . to’ 

in his twenty-fiist yoai, he wiote the Hy7nn on the Nat y ^ J 

cxda^ and ‘ Coimis’Llowedshoi-tly after, and wei e sneoeejd by ^ ^ 

learo’ and ‘ D Penseroso ’ Milton like othei poets of his age, tmeitea 

Si 7L pSnS iere he beheld, and was much ^press^ed by the 

gieat models, both of painting and sculpture °°° which nreceded 
tarn to Engird, he engnsed in the great 

began Ins gi eat poem, Pc^adtse Lost T1 h ^ 

chosen by him as a theme foi poesy, but the _ Tiame stands 

which he finally embodied it Milton died in 16/4 Bame s^n^^ 
the highest among English uriteis. His minor p 
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have rendered Ins name 
to complete the measure 


immortal, hut there still wanted his gieat epic 
of his fame and the glory of his couutiy . ' 


This IS the month, and this tlie happy mom, 
Wheiem the Son of Heaven’s eternal King, 

Of wedded Maid and Viigm Motliei hoiii, 

Oni great redemption from above did hung ; 
Foi so the holy sages once did sing, 

That he oui deadly foifeit should iclcasc, 

And with his Fathei work ns a pcipetual peace 


That glorions foim, that light unsufferahlc, 

And that fai-heammg blaze of majesty, 

Wiieiewith he wont at Heaven’s high conncil-tahlc 
To sit the nudst of Tnnal Unity, 

He laid aside , and heie with ns to he, 

Foisook the courts of everlasting day, 

And chose with us a daiksome house of moital clay. 


Say, heavenly Muse, shall not thy sacied vein 
Aifoid a piesant to the Infant G-od ? 

Hast thou no verse, no hymn, oi solemn stiain, 

To welcome him to this Ins new abode, 

Now while the Heaven by the sun’s team nntiod, 

Hath took no print oi the appi caching light, 

And all the spangled host keep ivatch insquadronshi ight ? 

See how horn far upon the eastern load 
The stai-Ied wizaids haste with odours sweet 
0 mn, prevent them with thy huinhle ode, 

And lay it lowly at his blessed feet , 

Have thou the honour fiist, thy Loid to gi’eet, 

And join thy voice unto the Angel choii, 

Fiom out his secret altai touched with hallowed fire 


THE HYMN. 

It was the wintei wild, 

While the Heaven-hora child 
All meanly wrapt in the lude manger lies , 
Nature in awe to him 
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Had dofted Iiei gawdy turn, 

With her gieat Master so to sympathize 
It was no season then foi hei 
To wanton with the sun hei lustj' paiamom 

Only with speeches fair 
She WOOS the gentle an 

To hide hei guilty hont with innocent snow, 

And on her naked shame, 

Pollute with sinful hlame. 

The saintly veil of maiden white to throw. 
Confounded, that her Makei’s ej'-es 
Should look so neai upon hei foul deformities 

But he hei feais to cease. 

Sent dorni the meek-eyed Peace ; 

She, crowned with ohve green, came softly shdiiig 
Down through the tummg sphere 
His ready harhingei. 

With turtle wing the amoious clouds dindmg. 
And waviiig wide her myrtle wand. 

She stnkes a umveisal peace thiough sea and land 

Ho wai, or battle’s sound 
Was heard the world aiound 

The idle speai and shield weie high up hung. 

The hooked chanot stood. 

Unstained with hostile blood. 

The tiumpet spake not to the armed throng, 

And kings sat still with awful eye. 

As if they suiely knew their soveieign Loid uas by 

But peaceful was the night, 

Wherem the Piince of hght 

TTis reign of peace upon the earth began 
The winds with wonder whist 
Smoothly the waters kist, 

TlTiispenng new joys to the mild ocean. 



Who now hath quite foigot to rave, 

While huds of calm sit brooding on the charmed wave. 

The stars with deep amaze 
Stand fixed in stedfast gaze, 

Bending one way their piecious influence. 

And mil not take their flight, 

Bor all the morning light, 

Or Lucifei that often waraed them thence ; 

But in then glimmenng oibs did glow. 

Until their Loid himself bespake and bid them go 

And though the shady gloom 
Had given day her loom, 

The sun himself -withheld lus wonted speed. 

And hid his head for shame, 

As his inferior flame 

The new enlightened word no moie should need ; 

He saw a greater sun appear 

Than his blight throne, or burning axle-tree, could bea 

The shepheids on the lawn, 

Or e’er the point of dawn, 

Sat simply chatting in a rustic row , 

Bull little thought they then, 

That the mighty Pan 

Was landly come to live -with them below , 

Perhaps their loves, or else then sheep. 

Was all that did their silly thoughts so busy keep 

When such music sweet 
Then hearts and ears did greet, 

As never was by mortal fingei strook, 
Bmnely-waibled voice 
Answenng the stnnged noise, 

As all their souls in bhssful rapture took 
The air, such pleasure loth to lose. 

With thousand echoes still prolongs each heavenly close 



73 


Nature tliat Jiennl sticli coimd, 

Beneath the IiolJow’^ round 

Of Cyntlim’s hcnt, tlio aery region thnlhn^, 

Now was almost won, 

To tlunlc her part uas done, 

And that lier reign had here its b'-t fulfillmir ' 

She Icncw such hniinony alone 

Could hold all Heaven and Nnrth in hajijiuT union 

At last surrounds their sight 
A globe of ciiculai light, 

That with long beams the shnrac-faced night nrra.. c 1 , 
The helmed Chcinbim, 

And snoidcd Seraphim, 

Arc seen in glittenng ranks \nth wings di‘-p1n\<'l. 
Harping in loud and solemn chon, 

With uuoxprcssivc notes, to IIea\cn’s new *110111 H*ir 

Such music (ns ’tis said) 

Before was never made, 

But when of old the sons of nionimg sung, 

T\niile the Cientor great 
His constellations set. 

And the w'cll-bnlaiiced world on hinge = hung, 

And cast the dark foundations deep, 

And bid the weltciing waies their oory chni’iel 


Bing out, ye crystal Spherec, 

Once blc'fs oui human ear^, 

(If yc have power to toucli onr cen=c« ») 

And lot yonr silver chime 
Mo^c in inelodions time, 

And lot the Imc of lIo'l^ol^‘f deep o^g-vi !>’ > , 
And with your ninefold Ii'inu'^ini 
Make up full concert to the angJic Miiiji’i-'"' 
u 
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Foi, if sucli holy song 
Inmap our fancy long, 

Time will ran back, and fetch the age of gold ; 

And speclded Vanity 
"Will sicken soon and die, 

And leprous Sin mil melt fioin earthly mould, 

And Hell itself will pass away. 

And leave hei dolorous mansions to the peeling day. 

Yea, Trath and Justice then 
Will down return to men, 

Orbed in a lainbow , and, like gloiies weaiing, 

Mercy will sit between, 

Throned in celestial sheen, 

With ladiant feet the tissued clouds down steering, 
And Heaven, as at some festival, 

Will open wide the gates of hei high palace hall 

But wisest Fate says. No, , 

This must not yet be so ; * 

The Babe lies yet in smiling infancy, 

That on the bittei cioss 
Must redeem oui loss , 

So both himself and us to gloiify 
Yet first to those ychained in sleep, 

The wakeful trump of doom must thnndei thiough the 
deep, 

With such a honid clang 
As on mount Sinai rang, 

While the red fire and smouldeiing clouds outbiake. 
The aged Earth aghast. 

With teiTOi of that blast, 

Shall from the surface to the centre shake. 

When at the world’s last session, 

The dieadful Judge in middle air shall spread his thione. 
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And tlien at last oni bliss' 

Full and perfect is, 

But now begins , foi, bom this happy day, 
The old Diagon, nndei ground, 

In sti alter limits bound, 

Not half so fai casts his usurped sway. 
And, 'wioth to see hfs kingdom fail. 

Swinges the scaly hoi-roi of his folded taiL 


The oiacles are dumb, 

No voice 01 hideous hum 

Kuns tluough the aiched loof in words decemng 
Apollo fiom his shrine 
Can no moi,e divine. 

With hollow shnek the steep of Delphos leaving. 

No nightly tiance, oi bieathed spell. 

Inspues the pale-eyed piiest fiom the projihetic cell 

The lonely mountains o’er. 

And the lesoundmg shoie, 

A voice of weeping heard and loud lament; 

From haunted spnng and dale 
Edged with poplar pale. 

The parting Genius is with sighing sent , 

With flower -inwoven tresses torn, 

V The Nymiihs in twilight shade of tangled thickets mourn. 


In consecrated earth, 

And on the holy hearth, 

V The Lars and Lemuies moan with midnight jilamt , 
In urns, and altais round, 

A dieai and dying sound 

Affrights the Flamens at thou seivice quaint , 

And the chill marble seems to sneat, 

While each peculiar Powei forgoes his wonted ceat 
H 2 
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Peor and Baalim 
Porsake tkeir temples dun, 

Wiih that twice battered G-od of Palestine ; 

And mooned Ashtaroth, 

Heaven’s queen and mothei both, 

Now sits not girt mth tapeis’ holy shine ; 

The Lybic Hammon shimlcs his hoin, 

In vain the Tyiian maids their wounded Thammuz moum 


And sullen Moloch, fled. 

Hath left in shadows diead 

His burning idol all of blackest hue ; 

In vain with cymbals’ nng 
They call the giisly king. 

In dismal dance about the furnace blue; 

The brutish gods of Nile as fast, 

Isis, and Orus, and the dog Anubis, haste. 

Nor is Osins seen 
In Memphian giove or gi'een, 

Tiampling the unshowered glass inth lowings loud 
Noi can he be at rest 
Within his sacied chest. 

Nought but profoundest Hell can be Ins shioud , 

In vain with timbielled anthems daik 

The sable-stoled soiceieis beai his worshipt aifc. 

He feels fiom Juda’s land 
The dreaded Infant’s hand. 

The lays of Bethlehem blind his dusliy ejm , 

Nor all the gods beside 
Longer dare abide, 

Not Typhon huge ending in snaky twine 
Our Babe, to show his Godhead tiue, 

Can in his swaddling-bands control the damned ciew.. 
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So wlien the sun in bed, 

Ourtained ivith cloudy led, 

Pillows his chin upon an orient wave, 

The flocking shadows pale 
Tioop to the infernal jail, 

Each fetteied ghost slips to his seveial giave, 

And the yellow-skirted Fays 

Fly after the night-steeds, leaving then moon-loved maze 

But see, the Virgpn blest 
Hath laid hei Babe to lest; 

Time IS, om tedious song should here have ending. 
Heaven’s youngest teemed star 
Hath fixed her pohshed car, 

Hei sleeping Lord with handmaid lamp attending : 
And all about the courtly stable 
Biigbt-hainest Angels sit m oidei serviceable. 


XXXIV 

VIEW OF BDIxNBUEGH. 
nr sin vrAnmn scorr. 

Eault they took Dun-Bdin’s load, 

And I could tiace each step they trodc ; 
HiU, biook, nor dell, nor rock, nor stone 
Lies on the path to me uiiknoivn 
Much might it boast of stoned lore ; 
But, passing such digicssion o’er, 

Suffice It, that their loutc was laid 
Acioss the fuisj’' lulls of Braid. 

They passed the glen and scanty rill. 
And climbed the opposing bank, until 
They gamed the lop of Blackford HiIL 
H 3 



BlacMoidl on ^vliose tmcultuved‘brca< 5 t^ 
A.mong tli 6 1)100111} and tlioiiij and ivliinj 
A tinant-lioy, I songlit tlie nest, 

Oi listed, as I lay at rest, 

Willie rose, on bieezes tliiii, 

The mnrmur of the city ciowd, 

And, fiom his steeple jangling loud, 

Saint Griles’s mingling din 
Now, fiom the summit to the plain, 

Waves all the hill with yellow giain j 
And, o’ei the landscape as I look, 
Nought do I see unchanged leinain. 

Save the rude cliffs and chiming brook* 
To me they make a heavy moan, 

Of early fnendships past and gone* 


But diffeient fai the change has been, 
Since Maimion, fiom the cionn 
Of Blackfoid, saw that martial scene 
Upon the bent so blown 
Thousand pavihons, white as snow. 

Spread all the Boiough-mooi below, 
Upland, and dale, and down — 

A thousand did i say? I ween. 

Thousands on thousanchi there neie seen, 
That cheque! ed aU the heath between 
The stieamlet and the town , 

In crossing lanlcs extending fai, 

Forming a camp inegulai , 

Oft giving way, wheie still theie stood 
Some rehques of the old oak wood, 

That darMy huge did inteiwene, 

And tamed the glanng white with gieen ? 
In these extended lines theie lay 
A martial kmgdom’s vast an ay. 
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Foi fiom Helrades, daik -witlnain, 

To eastern Lodon’s fertile plain, 

And fioin the southern Redswiie edge, 

To farthest Eosse’s lochy ledge , 

Fioni west to east, fiom south to noith, 
Scotland sent all her waniois forth 
Mannion might lieai the mingled hum 
Of mjniads up the mountain come 
The hoises’ tiamp, and tingling clank, 

TVlieie chiefs leviewed then vassal lank, 

And chaigei’s shnllmg neigh , 

And see the shifting lines advance, 

While frequent flashed, horn shield and lance. 
The sun’s leflected lay 

Thin culling in the morning aii. 

The ivieaths of failing smoke declaie. 

To embeis now the hiands decayed, 

Wlieie the night-watch then flies had made. 
They saw, slow lolling on the plain. 

Full many a baggage-cart and wain. 

And due artiUeiy’s clumsy car. 

By sluggish oxen tugged to wai , 

And theie weie Boithivick’s Sisters seven,"*- 
And culveims which Fiance had given 
Ill-omened gift 1 the guns lemain 
The conqueioi’s spoil on Flodden plain 

Still on the spot Lord Marmion stayed, 

For fairei scene he ne’ei suiweyed 
When sated with the martial show 
That peopled all the plain below. 

The wandering eye could o’ei it go. 

And maik the distant city glow 


* These were seven cannon so named. 
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With gloomy splendour red 1 
For on the smolce-^^•leaths, huge and slow, 

That lound her sable turrets flow, 

The morning beams weie shed. 

And tinged them with a lustre proud, 

Like that which streaks a thundci -cloud. 

Such dusky grandeui clothed the height. 

Where the huge castle holds its stage 
And all the steep slope doira. 

Whose ndgy hack heaves to the sky, 

Plied deep and massy, close and high, 

Mine oivn lomantic town ! 

But northward fai, with piiiei hlaze, 

On Ochil mountains fell the lays, 

And as each heathy top they kissed. 

It gleamed a purple amethyst. 

Tondei the shoies of Fife you saw ; 

Here Preston-Bay and Berwick-Law , 

And, broad between them rolled, 

The gallant Firth the eye might note, 

Whose islands on its bosom float, 

Like emeialds chased in gold 
Fitz-Eustace’ heart felt closely pent , 

As if to give his raptme vent. 

The spur he to his chargei lent, 

And raised his bridle-hand, 

And, making denu- volte in the air, 

Cned, “ Where’s the coward that would not dare 
To fight for such a land I” 
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XXXV 

THE GRAVES OF A HOUSEHOLD. 

BT UBS HE3t;U<,S 

They giew in beauty, side by side, 

They filled one home "vnili glee , 

Their glares are seveied, fai and wide 
By mount, and stieam, and sea. 

The same fond mothei bent at night 
O’ei each fan sleejnng blow, 

She had each folded flowei in sight — 

"Wlieie aio those dieameis now’ 

One, ’midst the f wests of the west. 

By a dailc stieam is laid , 

The Indian knows his place of lest, 

Fai in the cedar shade 

The sea, the blue lone sea, hath one, 

He lies wheie peails lie deep , 

He was the loved of all, yet none 
O’er his low bed may weep 

One sleeps where southern vines aie diessed 
Above the noble slam 
He wiapt h'is colours loiind his bieast, 

On a blood-1 ed field of Spam 

And one — o’ei hei the myi-tle showers 
Its leaves, by soft ivmds fanned , 

She faded ’midst Italian flowers. 

The last of that bright band 

And parted thus they rest, who played 
Beneath the same green tree , 

"Wliose voices mingled as they piayed 
Around one parent loiee I 
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They that with smiles lit up the hall, 
And cheeied with song the heai th- 
Alos I foi love, if thou weit all. 

And nought beyond, on eaifch I 


XXXVI. 

THE FIELD OF THE WORLD. 

BY JAMES MONTGOMFUV 

James Montgomfri was lately the cliicf religious poet of England. 
He was the son of a miBsionaiy, was born in 1771, and died in 1856. 
Atrnd the varied engagements of an active life, he contiibntcd some 
most valuable and popular poems to the litciaturc of his countiy . His 
first poem was ‘ Tlie Wanderei in SioUzciland* *The West Indies^ 
a poem in honour of the abolition of the slave-trade, soon follow cd In 
1813, he published ‘Tlie IFo.M before the Flood' containing a de- 
scription of patiuarchal life in that ponod , nevt ‘ Greenland,’ a poem 
on the early Christian Missions to that country and again ‘ The Peli. 
cam, Island ’ Besides these he has written nnmeions minoi pieces of 
poetry, which are exceedingly popular and well-known to English lead- 
ers Among them his Christian hymns aio deservedly celebrated. 
Several of the shortei poems aie quoted m the course of this volutuo. 

Sow in the mom thy seed, 

At eve hold not thine hand , 

To doubt and fear give thou no lieed 
Broad-cast it o’ei the land 

Beside all waters sow ; 

The highway fmiows stock , 

Diop It where thorns and thistles giow , 

Scattei it on the lock 

The good, the fiuitfuLgiound, 

Expect not heie noi theie, 

O’er hdl and dale, by plots ’tis found , 

Gro foith, then, every wheie 

Thou laiowest not which may thiive. 

The late oi eaily sown , 

Giace keeps the precious geims alive, 

When and wheievei stiown. 
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And duly shall appeal, 

In veidiue, beauty, strength, 

The tendei blade, the stalk, the eai, 

, And the full com at length 

Thou canst not toil in vain 
Gold, heat, and moist, and diy. 
Shall foster and inatiue the giain, 
Foi gameis in the sky 

Thence, when the glorious end, 

The day of Grod is come, 

The angel-ieapeis shall descend. 

And heaven ciy — ‘ Harvest home * 


XXX vn 

THOUGHTLESSNESS RESPECTING OTHERS. 

FllOSl THOltSOn’s SEASO^S. 

Ah little think the gay licentious proud, 

Whom pleasuie, powei, and affluence sunound, 

They, who then thoughtless houis in giddy ninth, 
And wanton, often cruel, not u aste , 

Ah little think they, while they dance along. 

How many feel, this very moment, deatli 

And all the sad vaiicty of pain 

How many sink in the devoiiiing flood, 

Oi moie devouring flame How many Meed 
By shameful vanance het^vixt man and man 
Hou many pine m uant and dungeon glooms , 

Shut from the common an, and common «se 
Ot their oi\Ti limbs. How man} dnnk the tup 
Of baleful grief, or eat the hitter bread 
Of misery Sore pierced by v inln wind*!, 

How many slinnk into the sordid hut 
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Of cheerless poveity. How mnny shake 
With all the fieicer toituies of the mind, 

XJnhounded passion, madness, lemorse ; 
Whence tumbled headlong fioni the height of life. 
They furnish matter for the tiagic muse. 

Even in the vale, where wisdom loves to dwell, 

With friendship, peace, and contemplation joined, 
How many, lacked with honest passions, droop 
In deep retiied distiess How many stand 
Around the deathbed of their dearest fncnds, 

And point the parting anguish. Thought fond man 
Of these, and all the thousand nameless ills, 

That one incessant struggle render life. 

One scene of toil, of suffering, and of fate, 

Vice in his high caieer would stand appalled. 

And heedless rambling impulse leam to think , 

The conscious heart of chanty would warm, 

And her nude wish benevolence dilate , 

The social tear would use, the social sigh , 

And into clear perfection, giadual bliss, 

Kefimng still, the social passions work 


XXXYIH 

OELERT’S GRAVE 

B1 THE HON. W R SPENCER 

‘ Beth Gelerf? or ‘ The grave of the Greyhotmd’ is a ballad w-ntten 
by the Hon W R Spencer Little occurred that was notable in the 
hfe of its author, and his productions are few. 

The spearmen heaid the bugle sound. 

And cheerly smiled the mom , 

And many a brach and many a hound 
Obeyed Llewelyn’s hom. 
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And still ho blew a londei blast, 

And gave a loudei cheer, 

“ Como, Celert, why art thou the last 
Llewelyn’s hom to heai ? 

“ Oh where does faithful G-elert loam? 

The flowei of all his race 
So true, so biave, a lamb at home, 

A lion in the chase.” 

’Twas only at Lleweljm’s board 
The faithful G-elert fed ; 

He watched, he seived, he cheered his lord. 
And sentineled his bed 

In sooth he was a peeiless hound. 

The gift of royal John , 

But now no Geleit could be found, 

And all the chase rode on. 

And now os over rocks and dells, 

The gallant chidings lise, 

All Snowdon’s ciaggy chaos yells 
■\^'lth many mingled cnes 

That day Llewelyn httle loved 
The chase of hart or hare. 

And scant and small the booty proved, 

Bor Geleit was not theie 

IJnpleased, Llewelyn homewaid hied, 

When neai the royal seat, 

His truant Gelert he espied. 

Bounding his lord to gieet 

But when he gained his castle door, 

Aghast the chieftain stood , 

The hound was smeaied with gouts of gore, 
His lips and fangs ran blood. 

I 
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Llevrclyn gazed witli %\ild suipri‘>c, 

Unused sucli loots to pect, 

His favourite checked his joj ful pusc, 

And crouched and licked his feet. 

Onvrard in haste Llewelyn passed, 

And on went G-elert too, 

And still wheie’ei his eyes he cat-t, 

Eresh blood gouts shocked his view. 

O’ertumed his infant’s bed he found, 

The blood-stained covert lent, 

And all aiound the nails and ground 
With lecent blood bespient 

He called his child — ^no voice replied , 

He seaiched with terror nild , 

Blood, blood he found on eveiy side. 

But no wheie found the child ' 

“ Hell-hound, by thee my child’s devoured,” 
The fiantic father cned . 

And to the lult the vengeful s^rord 
He plunged in Gelert’s side 

His suppliant as to earth he fell, 

No pity could impart , 

But still his Grelert’s drung veil 
Passed heavy o’ei his heait 

Aioused by Gelert’s dying yell, 

Some slumberer wakened mgh , 

What words the parent’s joy can teU 
To heal his infant’s cry I 

Concealed between a mingled heap 
His burned search had missed , 

All glorving horn his rosy sleep. 

His cherub boy he kissed i 



Noi scratch had he, noi harm, noi dread , 
But, the same couch hcueatli, 

Lay a gieat wolf, all tom and dead, 
Tiemeudous still in death 1 

Ah, what was then Lleweljm’s pam ! 

Foi now the tnith was clear, 

The gallant hound the woli had slain, 

To save Lleivelyn’s hen. 

Vain, vain, was all Llewelyn’s woe, 

Best of thy kind adieu * 

The fiantic deed which laid thee low, 
This heait shall evei me. 

And now a gallant tomb they laise 
With costly sculpture decked, 

And maihle storied with liis piaise 
Pool Greleit’s bones jirotect 

Here nevei could the speannan pass, 

Oi foiestei, unmoved, 

Heie oft the teai-bcspiinklcd glass 
Llewelpi’s soiiow pioved 

And here he hung his horn and spear, 
And oft, as evening fell. 

In fanc 3 *’s pieicing sounds would hear 
Pool Geleit’s dying \ ell 1 

And till gieat Snowdon s rocks gron old 
And cease the stoim to biave, 

The consecrated spot slnll hold 
The name of Gelert’s g^a^e 
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XXXIX 

THE TYEOLESE EVENING HYMN. 

BY MBS IIEMA^S. 

Come to the sunset tiec • 

The day is past and gone , 

The woodman’s axe lies fiec, 

And tlie reapei’s woik is done 
The tivilight star to heaven, 

And the siiimnei dew to floweis, 

And lest to us, is given 

By the cool soft evening hours. 

Sweet is the hour of rest ! 

Pleasant the wind’s low sigh, 

And the gleamuig of the west, 

And the tmf wheieon ive he ; 

Wlien the huiden and the heat 
Of lahom’s task aie o’er, 

And landly voices gi'eet 
The tued one at his dooi. 

Come to the sunset tiee I 
The daj is past and gone ; 

The woodman’s axe lies fiee, 

And the leapei’s woik is done. 

Yes t tuneful is the sound 

That dwells m whisiieiiug houglis ; 
Welcome the freshness lonnd, 

And the gale that fans om brows L 
But rest more sweet and still 
Than ever nightfall gave, 

Oui yearning hearts shall fill 
In the woild beyond the giave. 
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But redder yet tlmt light shall glow, 

On Linden’s lulls of stained snow , 

And hloodiei yet the toirent flow 
Of Isei', lolling lapxdly. 

’Tis mom ; hut scaice yon level sun 
Can pieice the wai-clouds, rolling dun, 
Wheie furious Fianlc, and ficiy Hun, 
Shout in then sulj)h’ious canopy 

The combat deepens On, ye biavc, 
■Wlio rush to gloiy, or the giave 1 
"Wave, Munich ’ all thy banneis wave t 
And charge with all thjr chivahy I 

Few, few, shall paii, where many meet I 
The snow shall be theu winding-shcct. 
And every tuif beneath their feet 
Shall be a soldiei’s sepulchre. 


XLI 

THE HARE AND TORTOISE. 

BT BOBEBT BLOTS. 

In days of yoie, when Time was young. 
When burls conversed as well as sung, 
When use of speech was not confined 
Merely to brutes of human land, 

A fonviid hare, of swiftness vain. 

The genius of the neighbouimg plain. 
Would oft dende the drudging ciowd, 

Foi geniuses aie ever pioud — 

He’d boast his flight ’twere vain to follow, 
Foi dog and hoise he’d beat them hollow ; 
Nay, if he put forth all his strength, 
Outstnp his brethren lialf a length. 
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A lorl 01*50 hcmd hi*; vnin oration, 

And \cntcd tliiis Ins indignation , 

Oil puss 1 it bodes Ibcc tine disgrace, 

IVhon T defy tbco to llic race. 

Ooinc, 'tis n match , nny, no denial, 

I lay my ••lioll upon the tiinl. 

'Twas done, and done ! All fail I a bet 1 
JiulgCN prepared and distance set. 

The ‘<enmperiiig liaie oiUstiippcd the \smd, 
The orocping toitoisc lagged behind , 

AikI scarce had ])a«'!cd a single pole, 

When jniss h.ul almost reached the goal. 

I'l lend tortoise, qnoth the jeenng hare, 

Y«mr burden’s moic than you can boar , 

To help jour speed it were as ncll 
That 1 should case j on of j onr shell • 

.Tog on a little fastei, prjthee; 

I’ll t ilo* n nn]), and then be nith thee. 

So Kiid, so done, and safely sure , 

I'oi »a\ \\hat coiujnest moic secnie? 

Whene’er he naked (that’s all that’s m it) 

Tie could o'ertake him m a minute 
The toitoise heard his taniiting jeer, 

But still rcsohed to pciscveie ; 

Still ilianled along, os nho should say. 

I’ll n 111 , like Fnhins, by delay ; 

On to the goal secnrely crept, 

While puss, nulniomng, soundly slept. 

The bets neic won, the hoie awoke. 

When thus tbc viclor-tortoise spoke , 

Piis-., tbongli I onn tliy quicker parts, 

JV/inj/s ate not ahvays done hy starts ; 

You may dciide my ankwaid pace, 

But slow and steady tvins the race. 
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XLH. 

THE EMIGEiVNT’S HYMN. 

BY ANDnin StAllVrtTi 

Andrew Marveed lived in the middle of the sovontcenth century 
dxinno- the leign of Oliailes II. His poems are few in nnmhci, hnt 
ai 0 mostly of stei ling worth Tho following lij-mn i efers to the an i val 
m the Beimuda islands of a hand of those cmigiants, i\ho in tho reign of 
Charles I being peisecutcd on account of their leligimis opinions, fled 
to tho wilds of North America and tlioio founded the United States of 
America Tho stiong regaid -nhicli they paid to the lights of con- 
Boienoe and which made them so willing to suffer for its sake, distin* 
guishes then descendants to tho present day. 

TThere the lemotc Beimudas aide 
In the ocean’s hosom nnespied, 

Fiona a small boat that lowed along, 

The listening muds leceivcd this song 
“ “What should we do hut sing His piaise 
That led us thiough the wateiy maze 
Unto an isle so long unlcnoini, 

And yet fai kindei than oiu own 1 
He gave us this eternal spiing, 

Which heie enamels every thing 
And sends the fowls to ns m caic 
On daily visits thiough the ail. 

He hangs in shades the oiange bright, 

' Like golden lamps in a gicen night , 

And does m the pomegianates close 
Jewels moie iich than Oitouz shows. 

With cedais, chosen by his hand 
Fiom Lebanon, He stores the land ; 

And makes the hollow seas that loar 
Proclaim the ambergns on shore. 

“ He cast (of which we lather boast) 

The Grospel’s pearl upon oui coast ; 

And in these locks foi ns did fiame 
A temple wheie to sound His name. 

Oh • let oui voice His piaise exalt, 

Till it anive at heaven’s vault ,, 
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Wliich then pezliaps, lebounding, may 
Echo beyond the Mexiqiie bay !” 

Tims sang they, m the English boat, 
A holy and a cheeifnl note , 

And all the way, to guide then chime, 
With falling oais they kept the time. 


xLm 

NIGHT 

BY JAMES MONTGOMERY. 

Night is the time to lest , 

How sweet when labouis close, 

To gathei lound an aching bieast 
Tlie curtain of lepose 
Stietch the tiied limbs, and lay the head 
Upon oui own delightful bed 1 

Night is the time foi dieams , 

The gay lomance of life, 

When tiuth that is and tiuth that seems 
Blend in fantastic stnfe , 

Ah I visions less beguiling fai 
Tlian waking dreams by daylight aie ! 

Night IS the time foi toil , 

To plough the classic field, 

Intent to fi.nd the bmied spoil 
Its wealthy furrows yield , 

Till all is ours that sages taught. 

That poets sang, oi heioes mought 

Night is the time to weep , 

To wet ivith unseen teais 
Those giaves of memoiy, wheie sleep 
The joys of othei yeais , 

Hopes that weie angels in then birth, 

But pciished young, like things on caith • 
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Njglit IS the time to watch ; 

Ou ocean’s claik expanse, 

To hail the Pleiades, to catch 
The full Moon’s eailiest glance, 

That bungs unto the hoine-siclc mind 
All we have loved and left behind 

Night is the time foi caic ; 

Brooding on houisnmpcnt, 

To see the speetie of Despair 
Gome to oui lonely tent ; 

Like Biutus, midst his slumbeiing host, 
Staitled by Ciesai’s stalwart ghost. 

Night is the tune to muse ; 

Then fiom the eye the soul 
Takes flight, and with expanding view’s, 
Beyond the staiiy Pole, 

Desciies athwait the abyss of night 
The daivn of nucleated light. 

Night IS the time to pi ay , 

Oui Savioui oft mthdieiv 
To deseit mountains fai away , 

So will his foUoweis do 5 
Steal horn the thiong to haunts uutiod, 
And hold commumon theie with Grod. 

Night is the time for death , 

Wlien all aiound is peace. 

Calmly to yield the weaiy bieath, 

Fiom sin and suffenng cease , 

Think of Heaven’s bliss, and give the sign 
To parting fnends . such death be mine ! 
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XLIV. 

AN ELEaY, 

Wiitten VII a Country chwclirywid, 

BY 6BAY. 

Thojias Okay, wlio stands m the first rank of English poets 
■was bom in 1716 and spent neaily the whole of his matni e lifo at Cam’ 
budge, wlioio ho gave hunself np to classical studies •with gieat enthusi- 
asm His poems are few and short, but compiobond,somo of the most 
sublime passages in the Enghsh language Thoyaioelaborately finished, 
and are mai ted with dignify, eneigotic expression and a fine moral tone 
His * Ode to Eton Collegia was pnbhshed first next the 'Elegy' and 
lastly his Pindanc odes, 'The Pi ogress of Poesy' and 'The Baid,' 
which aie the finest specimens of that class of odes in Enghsh It is 
by tho 'Elegif that he is most generally known, peihaps from its 
dealing with commonest scones in the most feeling manner 

The cm few tolls the Imell of paiting day, 

The loA\’ing heid winds slowly o’ei the lea, 

The ploughman homewaid plods his weaiy way, 

And leaves the woild to daikness and to me 

Now fades the ghmmeimg landscape on the sight. 

And all the an a solemn stillness holds , 

Save wheie the beetle wheels his dioning flight, 

And diowsy tinkhngs lull the distant folds , 

Save that, fiiom yondei ivy-mantled tower. 

The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of such as, wandenng neai hei seciet hon er, 

Molest hei ancient solitaiy leign 

Beneath those rugged elms, that yew-tree's shade, 
Wlieie heaves the tmf in many a mouldeiing heap. 
Each in liis naiiow cell foi evei laid, 

The rude foiefatlieis of tho hamlet sleep. 

< 

The breezy call of incense-bieathing morn. 

The swallow twitteiing fiom the stiaw built shed, 
The cock’s shnll claiioii, oi the echoing hoin. 

No moie shall louse them fiom then lonly bed. 
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Foi tlieni no moie the blazing hearth shall hum, 

Oi busy housemfe ply hei evening caie 

No childien run to lisp their siie’s letum, 

Oi climb his knees the envied kiss to sliaie 

Oft did the harvest to their siclde yield , 

Then funow oft the stubborn glebe has bioke ; 

Hoiv jocund did they drive then team afield ! 

How bowed the woods beneath their stuidy stioke 1 

Let not ambition mock their useful toil, 

Their homely joys, and destiny obscuie , 

Noi giandeur hear "vvith a disdainful smile 
The short and simple annals of the pooi. 

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of powei, 

And all that beautj^ all that wealth e’er gave, 

Await ahke the inevitable horn ; 

The paths of glory lead but to the grave 

Noi you, ye pioud, impute to these the fault. 

If memory o’ei their tomb no tiophies raise, 

Wheie thro’ the long-diawn aisle and betted vault, 
The pealing anthem swells the note of piaise 

Can stoned um, or ammated bust. 

Back to Its mansion call the fleeting bieath ? 

Can honour’s voice provoke the silent dust, 

Oi flatteiy soothe the dull cold ear of death ? 

Peihaps in this neglected ^ot is laid 

Some heart once piegnant with celestial fiie ; 

Hiiudb that the lod of empiie might have swayed, 

Oi waked to ecstacy the hviiig lyre 

But laiow ledge to their eyes hei ample page. 

Rich with the spoils of time, did ne’er uniol , 

Chill penuij repiessed then noble lage, 

And fio/e the genial current of the soul 
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Full many a gem, of purest ray seiene, 

The daik unfathomed caves of ocean bear • 

Full many a flower is bom to blush unseen, 

And waste its sweetness on the desert air 

Some village Hampden, that with dauntless breast 
The httle tyiant of his fields withstood ; 

Some mute inglorious hlilton here may rest , 

Some Cromwell guiltless of his countiy’s blood, 

, The applause of listening senates to command. 

The thieats of pain and luin to despise. 

To scatter plenty o’ei a smiling land. 

And lead then history in a nation’s eyes. 

Then lot folbade nor circumsciibed alone 

Then gio-svmg virtues, but their crimes confined ; 

Foibade to wade through slaughter to a throne. 

And shut the gates of mercy on manland , 

The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide, 

To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame, 

Oi heap the shiine of luxuiy and pnde 
“With mcense landled at the muse’s flame. 

Far from the madding crowd’s ignoble stnfe, 

Then sober wishes never learned to stray , 

Along the cool sequesteied vale of life 

They kept the noiseless tenor of then way. 

I 

Yet e’en these bones fiom insult to protect, 

Some hail memoiial still erected nigh. 

With uncouth rhymes and shapeless sculptuie decked. 
Implores the passing tnbute of a sigh. 

Then name, then years, spelt by the unlettered muse, 
The place of fame and elegy supply 

And many a holy text around she stiews, 

That teach the rustic moralist to die . 
s; 
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Jor who, to dumb forgetfulness a prey, 

This pleasing anxious being e’er resigned, 

Left the warm piecincts of the cheerful day, 

Nor cast one longing, lingenng look behind ? . 

On some fond breast the parting soul relies, : 

Some pious drops the closing eye recpures . 

Even from the tomb the voice of nature cues, < 

Even in oui ashes hve theii wonted fiies. 

Eor thee, who, mindful of the unhonoured dea'd, 

Dost in these lines their artless tale relate ; 

If chance, by lonely contemplation led. 

Some kindred spiiit shall inquire thy fate ; 

Haply some hoaiy-headed swain may say, 

“ Oft have we seen him at the peep of dami, 

Brushing with hasty steps, the dews away, 

To meet the sun upon the upland lawn 

“ There, at the foot of yonder nodding beech. 

That wieathes its old fantastic roots so high. 

His hstless length at noon-tide would he stretch, 

And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 

“ Hard by yon wood, now smihng, as in scorn, 
Muttenng his wayward fancies he would rove ; 

Now drooping woeful, wan, hke one forlorn. 

Or crazed with care, or crossed in hopeless love. 

“ One mom I missed him on the accustomed hill, 
Along the heath, and neai his favorite tree 

Another came , nor yet beside the nil, 

Noi up the laivn, nor at the wood, was he. 

“ The next, with diiges due, in sad array, 
Slowthroughthechuich'waypathwe saw him borne 

Approach and lead (foi thou canst lead) the lay, 
Graved on the stone beneath yon aged thorn.” 
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THE EPITAPH. 

Heie lests liis head upon the lap of earth, 

A youth to fortune and to fame unknoivn ; 

Fail Science howned not on his humble biith, 

And (Melancholy maiked him for hei o-wn 

Laige- was his bounty, and his soul smceie. 

Heaven did a recompense as laigely send • 

He gave to Miseiy all he had, a tear, 

He gamed horn Heavon(’twas all he wished) a fnend. 

No farthei seek his merits to disclose, 

0i diaw his fiailties tom then diead abode, 

(Theie they alike in trembling hope repose,) 

The bosom of his Fathei and his God 


XLV. 

THE CHA5IELEON 

' BY JAMES MERRICK 

The Author of the following instructive fable was a distinguished 
classical scholar of the last centuiy His hteraiy compositions are few 

Oft has it been my lot to mark 
A pioud, conceited, talking spaik, 

T^ith eyes that haidly seived at most 
To guard their master ’gainst a post. 

Yet lound the world the blade has been. 

To see whatever could be seen ; 

Returmng from his finished tour, 

Gioivn tea times perter than before ; 

TPTiatevei word you chance to drop, 

The tiavclled fool youi mouth will stop 
“ But, if my judgment you’ll allow — 

I’ve seen — and sure I ought to know 
So begs you’d pay a due submission. 

And a'cq[uiesce in his decision. 

K 2 
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“Siis,” Cl Ic? flic iimpiio, “ cense 3 ’-om potliei, 
The cn’ntuic’s iioitlici one not t’othei , 

I cnnclif tlie animal last night, 

Ami ^ icwc<l it o cr hj’ candlelight - 
I maikcd it 11011 ’tiias hlnck ns jet — 

You Maio — ^Init I haic got it yet, 

And can jirodiioc it ’* “Piny, Sii, do 
Foi T am sure the thing is bine ” 

“And I’ll engage (hat iihcn you’ve seen 
The icptilo, roll’ll pronounce him green ” 

“ "Well then, at once to ease the doubt,” 
lloplios the man, “ I’ll turn him out 
And 11 hen before i our eves I’ve set him. 

If j on don’t find him black. I’ll cat him ” 
rTo said , and full before theii. sight 
Produced the beast, and lo — ’tiias white 1 
IJoth stared , the man looked ivondioiis wise — 

“ childion,” the Chameleon cries, 

(Then fiist the creature found a tongue,) 

You all nie right and all aie iiTong 
When nc\t j’ou talk of what j ou view, 

I’liink othcis see ns well ns you 
Xoi 11 ondcr, if you find that none 
Piefeis your cj’o-sight to his own ” 


XLVI 

ON A VIEW OP THE SEA PEOJI ST. LEONARD’S 

ni THOSIAS CAMPBFLL 

Hail to thy face and odours, glorious Sea ! 

’Twcic thauklcssncss in me to bless thee not, 

Gient beauteous Being ! in whose breath and smile 
My heait beats calmer, and my very mind 
K 3 
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Inimtes pnlulu ions thonglit*,. IInw v. f to'-MUcr 
Thj' mimtiuis llmtv the imtnmir-* of tin* v.t,r]>\ t 
Though like the Ihoii (hidiuit^wt, thy <lin 
To me IS pcrtcc, thy iestlc‘;MU*'-s icpo^f* 

E’en gladly I exchange yon ‘^ijnng-gtc<‘n lam > 
■\Vitli nil the (laiUng {leld-fiowcrh in lh« ir punn-, 
And gardens haunted hj the mghtingnle’s 
Long tnlls and gushing cc‘<taci>'S of sontr, 

Eoi tliese wild headlands, and tl»e ‘•ea-tm *• tlarig 

With thee honenth inv nlndon'^, pleasant S*a, 

I long not to o’cilook cajtli’s ia>le^t glndc'* 

And gicen savannahs; Eaitli lia*. not a [dam 
So houndlcss or so hcautiful as thine , 

The eagle’s %T;6ion cannot take it in * 

The lightning's ning, too noah to sncop it** ‘-pac*'. 
Sinks half-way o’er it like a ncanCd bird 
It IS the nurroi of the stnis, where all 
Tlieu hosts within tho conc.v\c finnninent, 

Gay maiching to the music of the si>herts, 

Can see themseh es at once. 


Nor on the ‘■tai:*. 

w 

Of ruial landscape arc there lights and shade'' 

Of moie liarnioiiious dance and plaj than thine 
How vividly this moment hnghtcus forth, 

Hetiveon giey parallel and leaden Incadth'*, 

A belt of hues that strips thee man) a league, 
Eiushed like the lainbow, or the nngtlove s neck, 
And giving to the glancing sea-hiid’s wing 
The seinhlance of a meteoi» 


Might) Seal 

Cliameleon-Uke thou changest, bnt theie’'; lo^e 
Li all thy change, and constant s)nnpathy 
With yondei Sky, thy Slistiess ; fiom her hiow 
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Thou talcGst thy moods and wearest Iiei colours on 
Thy faithful hosom , moi-ning’s millcy wlute, " 
Noon’s sapphiie, oi the saffron glow of e\e, 

And all thy bahniei hours, fan Element, 

Have such divine complexion, crisped smiles, 
Luxuiiant heaVings, and sweet -nhispenngs, 

» That little is the wondei Love’s omi Queen 
Ihom thee of old was fabled to have spmng. 
Creation’s common 1 which no human power 
Can parcel oi inclose , the loi direst floods 
And cataracts that the tiny hands of man 
Can tame, conduct, oi bound, aie drops of dew 
- To thee that conldst subdue the Eai-th itself, 

And biookest commandment from the heavens alone 
For marshalling th}"^ waves. 


Yet, potent Sen ! 

How placidly thy moist lips speak e’en now 
Along yon sparkling shingles. Who can be 
So fanciless as to feel no giatitude 
That power and giandem can be so serene, 

Soothing the home-bound navy’s peaceful vay, 

And lockmg even the fisher’s little bark 
As gently as a mother rocks her child ? 

The inhabitants of other worlds behold 
Oui oib nioie lucid for thy spacious share 
'On earth’s rotundity, and is he not 
A bhnd wonn in the dust, gieat Deep, the man 
"Who sees not or who seeing has no joy 
In thy magnificence ? What though thou art 
Unconscious and material, thou canst reach 
The inmost immatenal mind’s recess, 

And with thy tints and motion stir its chords 
To music, like the light on Meimion’s lyre ! 
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The Spirit of tlie Umveise in thee 
Is visible , thou hast in thee the life, 

The eternal, giaceful, and majestic life 
Of natme, and the natuial human heart 
Is therefore bound to thee with holy love 

Earth has her goigeous towns , the earth-cii cling sea 
Has spires and mansions moie amusive still — 

Men’s volant homes that measure liquid space 
On wheel oi wing The chariot of the land 
With pained and panting steeds and clouds of dust 
TTns no sight-gladdenmg motion hke these fair 
Careeiers with the foam beneath then bows, 

Whose streaming ensigns charm the waves by day, 
Whose caiols and whose watch-bells cheei the night, 
Mooied as they cast the shadows of then masts 
In long an ay, oi hithei flit and yond 
Mysteriously with slow and ciossing lights. 

Like spmts on the daikness of the deep 

Theie is a magnet-like attraction in 
These wateis to the imaginative powei 
That hnks the viewless with the visible. 

And pictuies things unseen To lealms beyond 
Yon highway of the woild my fancy flies, 

When by hei tall and tuple mast we Imow 
Some noble voyager that has to woo 
The tiade- winds and to stem the ecliptic suige 
The coral gioves, the shoies of conch and peail. 

Where she -will cast her anchor and leflect 
Her cabin-window hghts on warmei waves, 

And undei planets brighter than our o-wn 
The nights of palmy isles, that she will see 
Lit boundless by the fire-fly , all the smells 
Of tropic fruits that will legale her , all 
The pomp of natme, and the inspiriting 
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Vniicties of life slic has to gieet, 

Come swaiming o’ei the meditative mind. 

Tine, to tlie dienm of Faney, Ocean has 
His daikei tints , hut wlieie’s the clement 
That chcq[ueis not its usefulness to man 
With casual teiioi ? Scathes not Earth sometimes 
Hei cluldicn with Taitaieali fiies, oi shakes 
Theu shiieldng cities, and, nath one last clang 
Of hells foi then own inim, stiews them flat 
As nddled ashes, silent ns the grave ? 

Walks not Contagion on the An itself ? 

I should, old Ocean’s Satmnalian days 
And 1 oaring nights of leveliy and sport 
With wreck and human woe, he loth to sing , 

Fgi they aie few and all then ills weigh light 
Against his sacied usefulness, that hids 
Oui pensile glohe levolve in pmer an 
Heio Mom and Eve with hluslmig thanks leceive 
Their fieslieiung dews, gay fluttenng bieezes cool 
Their wings to fan the hrow of feveied climes, 

And here the Spnng dips down hei emerald um 
Foi showeis to glad the earth. 

Old Ocean was 

Infinity of ages ere we hieathed 
Existence , and he will he beautiful 
When all the living woild that sees him now 
Shall loll unconscious dust around the sun 
Quelling fiom age to age the vital tliioh 
In human heaits. Heath shall not subjugate 
The pulse that swells in Ins stupendous hi east, 

Oi inteidict his minstielsy to sound 
In thundeimg concert with the qumng winds , 

But long as Man to paient Natiue owns 
Instinctive homage, and in times beyond 
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The Po^^e^ of thought to reach, haul after hard 
Shall sing thy gloiy, Beatific Sea. 


XLTO 

THE OEIGIN OF INDIAN COBN. 

BY n Y^. Ti0^o^^r,I.o^\ 

The following oxtracb from ‘The Song of IltYvnirv.’ <lp'!cnhe‘i a 
beantifiil legend canont among tho Noilh Amoiican Indians rtspcct- 
jp cy tiie ongiii of niai70 or Iiuliau Com* It is tljcro nttTibntco to tho 
efforts and self-denial of nia^nfclm, ono of tho my thic*il heiocH of that 
people The nnthoi is ono of tho linng Amciic-iTi poets %%ho«o %\oiks 
have proved veiy popnlnr In the Song of Iliiwatha ho ha^ employ oti 
as metre the Trochaic Dimotcr , and following tho fashion of the legends 
of Finland has introduced into Ins poem numerous icrses containing 
the repetitions called parallelisms 

You shall heat hoYv IIiaYvatha 
Played and fasted m the forest, 

Not foi gi eater skill in hunting, 

Not foi greatei craft m fishing, 

Not for tnuraplis in the battle. 

And lenoYvn among the wamois. 

But for profit of the people, 

Foi advantage of the nations. 

First he huilt a lodge foi fasting, 

Built a wigwam in the foiest. 

By the shining, Big-Sea Watei,’^ 

IiLthe blithe and pleasant spnng-timc, 

In the Moon of Leaves he huilt it. 

And, with dreams and visions many, 

Seven whole days and nights he fasted. 

On the fourth day of his fasting 
In Ills lodge he lay exliausted ; 

Fiom his conch of leaves and branches 
G-azmg with half-open eyelids, 

* The Indian name for Lake Snponor. 
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Full of sliadow)’^ dieams and vasions, 

On the dizzy, swimming landscape, 

On the gleaming of the water. 

On the splendom of the sunset 
And he saw a youth approaching, 
Diessed in garments gieen and yellow, 
Coming thiongh the pm pie twilight, 
Thiough the splendom of the sunset, 
Plumes of green hent o’er his foiehead, 
And his hail was soft and golden 
Standmg at the open dooiway, 

Long he looked at Hiawatha, 

Looked nath pity and compassion 
On his wasted form and featmes, 

And, in accents like the sighing 
Of the South-Wind in the tiee-tops, 
Said he, “ 0 my Hiawatha > 

All yom players aie heaid in heaven, 
For you piay not like the othere, 

Not foi gieatei skill in hunting, 

Not for gieatei ciaft in fishing. 

Not foi tnumph in the battle, 

Not renown among the wamois, 

But foi piofit of the people. 

For advantage of the nations 

“ Fiom the Master of Life descending, 
I, the fnend of man, Mondamin, 

Come to warn you and instnict you, 

How by struggle and by labom 

You shpll gain what you have prayed foi. 

Kise up fiom youi bed of blanches, 

Kise, 0 youth, and mestle with me !” 

Faint with famine, Hiawatha 
Started fiom his bed of blanches, 

Fiom the twihght of his wigi'am 
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Forth into the flush of sunset 
Came, and wiestlcd with Mondamm ; 

At his touch he felt new coinage 
Thiohhing in his hi am and bosom, 

Felt new hfe and hope and vigour, 

Bun tluough eveiy neive and fibre 
Thrice they wrestled theie together 
Tn the gloiy of the sunset, 

Till the dailcness fell aiound them, 

Till the heron, the Shu-shu-gah,*- 
From her haunts among the fcn-lands. 
Tittered her loud ciy of famine. 

And Mondamm paused to listen 
Tall and beautiful he stood theie. 

In his garments gieen and yellow , 

To and fro his plumes above him 
Waved and nodded mth his bieathmg, 

And the sweat of the encountei 1 
Stood like drops of dew upon him 
And he cued, “ 0 Hianatha 
Bravely have you wiestled nuth me, 

Thnce have wiestled stoutly with me. 

And the Hastei of Life, nho sees us. 

He will give to you the tiiumph 

Then he smiled, and said “ To-morrow 
Is the last day of youi conflict, 

Is the last day of youi fasting 
You will conquer and o’crcome me , 

Make a bed foi me to lie in, 

Where the rain may fall upon me. 

Where the sun may come and warm me ; 
Strip these gai-ments, gieen and yellow, 
Stnp this nodding plumage fiom me, 

Lay me in the earth, and make it 
Soft and loose and light above me. 

* The Indian name of the heron. 
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“ Let no Imnd distnrT) my sliimber, 
Lot no weed nor worm molest me, 
Let not Knljgnligce, the raven, 

Come to hnnnt mo and molest me. 
Only come yourscU to w’atch me. 

Till I wake, and start, and quicken, 
Till I leap into the sunshine 
And, thus sa 3 dng, he departed. 

On the morrow' he sat w’aiting, 

For the coming of Mondnmin, 

Till the shadows, pointing castwrard, 
Lengthened ovci field and foiest, 

Till the sun dropped horn the heaven, 
Floating on the waters w’cstward, 

As a red leaf in the Autumn 
Falls and floats upon the water, 

Falls and sinks into its bosom. 

And behold 1 the young Jlondamin, 
With his soft and shining tresses, 

With his ganuonta green and yellow, 
With his long and glossj' plumage, 
Stood and beckoned at tlic dooiway. 
And ns one in slumber walking, 

Pale and haggard, hut undaunted, 

From the wigwam Hiawatha 
Came and WTOstlcd wuth Mondnmin. 

Round about him spun the Inndscnpo, 
Sfc}* and forest reeled together. 

And his strong heart leaped witlun him, 
As the sturgeon leaps and struggles 
In a net to break its meshes 
Like a ring of fire around him, 

Blazed and flnied the icd horizon. 

And a hundred suns seemed loolaug 
At the combat of the wrestlois. 

ii 
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Suddenly uport tlic greensunrd 
All alone stood Ilinunllm, 

Panting witli liis nild exertion, 
Palpitating ndtli tlic stnigglo; 

And l)cfoio liim, Incntldc^s, 

Lay tlic youth, nilh hair ili'-hei oiled, 
Pluraoge torn, and gni-ments tattered, 

Dead he lay there in the sunset. 

And ^ictoriou8 Ilumnthtt 
Made the giavc ns ho commanded, 
Stnppcd the ganuents from Moudamin, 
Stiippcd liis tnltoicd plumage from him, 
Laid him in the earth, and mode it 
Soft and loose and light nho\c him ; 

And the heion, the Slmh-slmh-gah, 

Prom the melancholy moor-lnnd-^, 

Gave a ciy of lamentation, 

Gave a ciy of pain and nngiii^^h I 
Homeward then went Hiawatha 
To the lodge of old Nokomi'?, 

And the seven dnjs of his fasting 
Weie accomiilishod and completed. 

But the place was not forgotten 
Wlieic he -wicstlod with Mondnmm ; 

Nor foigottcn, nor neglected 
Was the giavc whcie laj Mondnnnn, 
Sleeping ill the lain and sun‘«hino. 

Where his scatteied plumes and garments 
Faded m the ram and smishino 
Bay hy day did Hiawatha 
Go to wait and watch beside it ; 

Kept the dnik mould soft above it, 

Kept it clean fiom weeds and insects, 
Drove aw^ay, wnth scoffs and shouting, 
Kahgahgce, the king of ravens, 
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Till at Icngtli a small green featliei, 
From the earth shot slowly upward, 
Then another and another, 

And hefoie the Summer ended 
Stood the maize in all its heauty, 
With its shining lohes about it. 

And its long, soft, yellow ti esses ; 
And in raptuie Hiawatha 
Cried aloud, “ It is Mondamin I 
Yes, the friend of man,* Mondamin 1" 


XLVni. 


THE OLD COTTAGE CLOCK 

Faon FazNCH Br Chaises Swaix. 

!rho following littlo poom fanushes an excellent example of the 
Iambic Tetrnmotor Gatalecbo metre. Nnmerons Anapaestic feet are 
interspersed thronghont it, and add greatly to its spmt. 

On I the old, old clock of the household stock, 

Was the hnghtest thing and neatest , 

Its hands, though old, had a touch of gold. 

And its chime rang still the sweetest 
’Twas a monitor too, tho’ its words were few, 

Yet they lived, tho’ nations altered ; 

And its voice, still strong, warned old and young. 

When the voice of friendship faltered 1 
‘ Tick, tick,’ it said • ‘ quick, quick, to bed ; 

For ten I’ve given warning , 

Up, up, and go, oi else, you know, 

You’ll never use soon in the monung 1” 

^ Mondamin is the Indian name of the Maize. 

Zi 2 
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A friendly voice -vvas that old, old cloch, 

As it stood in the comer smiling, 

And blessed the time with a meny chime, 

The wintiy hours beguiling ; 

But a cross old voice was that tiiesome clock, 

As it called at daybreak boldly. 

When the daivn looked grey o’er the misty way, 
And the early an blew coldly ; 

* Tick, tick,’ it said , * qmck, out of bed. 

For five I’ve given warning ; 

You’ll never have health, you’ll never get wealth, 
Unless you’re up soon in the morning.” 

Still hourly the sound goes roimd and round, 
With a tone that ceases never ; , 

While tears aie shed for the bright days fled, 

And the old friends lost for ever I 
Its heart beats on, tho’ hearts aie gone 
That warmei beat and younger ; 

Its hands still move, the hands we love 
Are clasped on earth no longer I 
‘ Tick, tick,’ it said, ‘ to the church yard bed, 

The giave hath given warning • 

Up, up, and nse and look to the skies. 

And prepare for a Heavenly mommg.’ 


XLIX. 

- THE VOICE OF SPEINO. 

BY nss. HEIIAKS. 

I coHU, I come ! ye have called me long, 

I come 0 ei the mountains with light and song ! 
Ye may trace my step o’er the wakening eaith. 
By the winds which tell of the violet’s birth. 
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By the primiose stais in ihe shado\Ty gi&ss, 

By the gieen leaves openings as I pass. 

I have breathed on the south, and the che'Jnut flowers 
By thousands have hnrst horn the forest-howers, 

And the ancient graves, and the fallen fanes, 

Are veiled with wieaths on Itahan plains. 

But it IB not foi me, in my horn of bloom, 

To spealc of the niin oi the tomb 1 

I have passed o’er the hills of the stormy north, 

And the larch has hung all his tassels forth, 

The fisher is out on the sunny sea. 

And the rein-deei bounds through the pasture fiee. 
And the pine has a fnnge of softer green. 

And the moss looks bright wheie my step has been 

I have sent thiough the wood-paths a gentle sigh, 
And called out each voice of the deep blue sky, 

Biom the night bird’s lay through the starry time. 

In the groves of the soft Hesperian clime, 

To the swan’s uuld note by the Iceland lakes, 

When the daik fir-bough into verdure biealcs. 

J?rom the streams and founts I have loosed the chain , 
They are sweeping on to the silvery mam, 

They are flashing down fiom the mountain-brows, 

They aie flinging spiay on the forest-boughs, 

They are bursting fresh fiom their sparry caves. 

And the earth resounds with the ]oy of waves. 

Come forth, 0 ye childien of gladness, come 1 
Where the violets he may be now your home. 

Ye of the rose-cheek and dew-bnght eye, 

And the bounding footstep, to meet me fly , 

L 3 
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With the lyre, and the wieath, and the joyous lay, 

Come forth to the sunshine, I may not stay ! 

Away from the dwellings of care-worn men, 

The waters are sparkling in wood and glen. 

Away from the chamber and dusky hearth. 

The young leaves are dancing in breezy mirth. 

Their light stems thnll to the wild-wood strains. 

And youth is abroad in my gieen domains. 

But ye I — ye are changed since ye met me last ; 

A shade of earth has been round you cast 1 
There is that come over your brow and C 5 ’-e 
Which speaks of a world where the flowers must die ! 

Te smile 1 — but your smile hath a dimness yet — 

Oh what have ye looked on since last we met ? 

Ye are changed, ye are changed 1 — ^and I see not here 
All whom I saw in the vanished year ! 

There were graceful heads, with their ringlets bright. 

Which tossed m the bieeze with a play of light ; 

There were eyes, in whose ghstening laughtei lay 
No famt remembrance of dull decay. 

There were steps, that flew o’er the cowshp’s head. 

As if for a banquet all earth were spread , 

Theie were voices that rung through the sapphire sky. 

And had not a sound of mortality I 

Are they gone ?— is their mirth fiom the green hills passed ? 
Ye have looked on Death since ye met me last I 

I know whence the shadow comes o’ei ye now 
Ye have strewn the dust on the sunny brow ! 

Ye have given the lovely to earth’s embrace 

She hath taken the fairest of Beauty’s race ! 
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With their laughing eyes and their festal crown, 

They aie gone from amongst you in silence dowi. 

They are gone fiom amongst you, the bnght and fair, 
Ye have lost the gleam of their sliming haii 1 
But I Imow of a world wheie there falls no blight, 

I shall find them theie, with then eyes of light ! 

Where Death ’midst the blooms of the mom may du ell, 
I tarry no longei, — faiewell, farewell 1 

The smnmei is hastening, on soft winds borne. 

Ye may press the giape, ye may bind the com ! 

Por me I depart to a bnghter shore , — 

Ye are maiked by caie ; ye aie mine no more 
I go where the loved who have left you dwell, 

And the floweis are not Death’s ; fare ye well, farewell ! 


L. 

DESCRIPTIONS OF ROME AND ATHENS 

BY iriLTOX. 

Description of Rome. 

The city which thou scest no other deem 
Than gieat and glorious Rome, queen of the Earth 
So far lenowned, and ivith the spoils enriched 
Of nations there the Capitol thou seest 
Above the rest lifting his stately head 
On the Tarpcian rock, her citadel 
Inipiegnable , and there Mount Palatine 
The impenal palace, compass huge and high 
The stmeture, sldll of noblest architects. 

With gilded battlements, conspicuous far, 

Tuircts and terraces, and glittering spires ; 
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Many a fair edifice besides, more like 
Houses of gods, so well I have disposed 
My aeiy micioscope, tbou may’st behold 
Outside and inside both, pillais and roofs. 

Carved work, the hand of famed artificers 
In cedai, marble, ivory oi gold. 

Thence to the gates cast lound thine eye, and see 
What conflux issuing forth, or entering in, 

Prjetors, proconsuls to theii provinces 
Hasting, or on return, in robes of state, 

Lictors and lods, the ensigns of their powei. 
Legions and cohorts, tuims of horse and wings ; 

Or embassies from regions far i emote, 

In vanous habits, on the Appian road. 

Or on the Emilian , some fiom farthest south, 
Syene, and where the shadow both way falls, 
Meroe, Nilotic isle, and, moie to west, 

The realm of Bocchus to the Blaclnnoor sea ; 

From the Asian lungs, and Parthian among these ; 
From Lidia and the golden Chersonese, 

And utmost Indian isle Taprobane, 

Busk faces with white silken tuibans wieath’d , 
From GaUia, Oades, and the British west , 

Grennans and Scythians, and Sarmatians, north 
Beyond Banubius to the Tauiic pool. 

All nations now to Borne obedience pay ; 

To Borne’s great Emperoi, whose wide domain 
In ample territory, wealth and power, 

Civility of manners, arts, and arms. 

And long renown, thou justly may’st piefer 
Before the Parthian These two tluones except. 
The rest are baibaious, and scaice worth the sight. 
Shared among petty lungs too far removed , 

These having shewn thee, I have shewn thee all 
The kingdoms of the world and all their glory. 
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Descnptim of Athens^ 

Look once more, eie we leave tins specular mount, 
Westward, muck nearer by southwest, behold 
Where on the -®gean shore a crty stands 
Built nobly, pure the arr, and light the sorl, 
Athens, the eye of G-reece, mother of arts 
And eloq^uence, native to famous rnts 
Or hosprtable, in her sweet recess, 

Crty or suburban, studrous walks and shades ; 

See there the olrve grove of Academe, 

Plato’s retuement, where the Attrc bird 
Trrlls her thrck-warbled notes the summer long ; 
There flowery hrU Hymettus, rvrth the sound 
Of bees’ rndustnous murmm, oft mvites 
To studrous musing ; there Brssus rolls 
Hrs whrspenng stream wrthrn the walls then view 
The schools of ancient sages , hrs who bred 
G-reat Alexander to subdue the world, 

Lyceum there, and painted Stoa next, 
llrere shalt thou hear and leanr the secret power 
Of harmony rn tones and number’s hit 
By vorce or hand, and vanous-measured verse, 
w3Bohan charms and Donan lyric odes. 

And hrs who gave them breath, but higher sung, 
Blind Melesigenes, thence Homer called. 

Whose poem Phoebus challenged for hrs orvn * 
Thence what the lofty grave tragedians taught 
In chorus or iambic, teachers best 
Of moral prudence, with delight leeeived 
In bnef sententious precepts, while they treat 
Of fate, and chance, and change in human hfe ; 
High actions and high passions best describing • 
Thence to the famous oiatois repair. 

Those ancients, whose resistless eloquence 
Wielded at will that flerce democracy, ’ 
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Shook the aisenal and fnlminccl over Greece, 

Te Macedon and Aitaxeixes’ tin one ' 

To sage philosophy next lend tliine ear, 

From Heaven descended to the low-roofed house 
Of Socrates — ^see theie his tenement, — 

Whom ■well inspired the oiaclc pronounced 
Wisest of men^ fiom whose mouth issued forth 
Mellifluous streams that wateied all the schools 
Of Academics, old and new, with those 
Smnamed Peiipatetics, and the sect 
Epicurean, and the Stoic severe ; 

These heie revolve, oi, as thou likest, at home, 
Till time mature thee to a kingdom’s weight ; 
These rules will lender thee a king complete 
Withm thyself, much moie with empire joined. 


LI. 

GRATITUDE TO GOD. 

ht Aumsox. 

Joseph Asdisok, one of tho most celebrated of English writorg, iras 
bom in 1672 and died in 1719 Through tho patronage of some of tho 
English nobihty, he obtained vanons offices of trust under the povom- 
ment, and even rose to bo Secretary of State. His fame and nscfnincss 
■were not, however, connected -with his political life, bnt with Ins •writ- 
ings In early life he gave much attention to pootiy, but did not 
excel in it, though smooth veisification chaiactoiized his poems, and 
most striking metaphors occasionally adorned them It is by his prose 
•wntmgs and especially lus splendid essays, that ho has attained so 
high a place among classical Bnghsh writers. These essays were not 
only distinguished as compositions, but did much to promote tho canso 
of morality m the age m which he lived. 

When all tliy meicies, 0 my God, 

My rising soul suiveys, 

Transported witli tlie view, I’m lost 
In wonder, love, and praise. 
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Oh, hoTv shall woids vrith equal urarmth. 

The gratitude declaie, 

That glows within my lavished heart ? 
But thou canst lead it there. 

Thy providence my life sustained, 

And all my wants redrest, 

When in the silent womb I lay, 

And hung upon the breast. 

To all my weak complaints and cries, 

Thy mercy lent an ear, 

Bie yet my feeble thoughts had learnt 
To form themselves in piayer. 

Unnumbered comforts to my soul 
Thy tender caie bestowed, 

Befoie my infant heart conceived 
Ihom whence these comforts flowed. 

When in the slippery paths of youth, 
With heedless steps I ran ; 

TIuue aim, unseen, conveyed me safe, 
And led me up to man. 

Through ludden dangers, toils, and death, 
It gently cleared my way ; 

And tlirough the pleasing snares of vice, 

More to be feaied than they. 

% 

When worn with sickness, oft hast Thou 
With health renewed my face , 

And when in sin and sorrow sunk, 
Eevzved my soul with grace. 

Thy bounteous hand with worldly bhss 
Has made my cup run o’er, 

And in a land and faithful friend 
Has doubled all my store. 
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Ten thousand thousand precious gifts, 
My daily thanks employ ; 

Nor IS the least a cheerful heart, 

That tastes those gifts with joy. 

Through every period of my life. 

Thy goodness I’ll pnreuc ; 

And, after death, in distant worlds. 
The glorious theme renew. 

When natme fails, and day and night 
Divide thy works no more, 

My ever-grateful heart, 0 Lord, 

Thy mercy shall adore. 

Through all eternity to Thee 
A joyful song m raise ; 

For, oh ! eternity’s too short 
To utter all thy praise. 


LH. 

HYMN IN THE VALE OF CHAMOUNI. 

BT COIEBIBBE 

Samuel Taylor Goleriboe -was one of the great philosophers of 
modem fames He -was hom m 1772 and died in 1834. Even -when 
veiy yonng he -was a great reader and remained so till the end of life. 
He -was gifted -with very great abilities, but from -want of steadiness of 
purpose, he has produced scarcely any thing equal to what ho was capa- 
ble of His philosophical -works are mostly fragments, and the same is 
true of some of his poems. He has written many bc.autifnl pieces, 
some quite original m their charaeter and musical in thmr language 
The chief of them are ‘ The Ancient Marmei ‘ ChristdbcJ/ an unfin- 
ished poem , ‘ Hymn in the Talc of Chamount' and several odes 
Another iioem ‘ Qenemev^ is one of his most finished productions. 

Hast thou a charm to stay the morning star 
Li his steep course ? So long he seems to pause 
On thy bald awful head, 0 sovran Blanc 1 
The Arve and AWeiron at thy base 
Have ceaselessly 1 but thou, most awful form I 
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' Risest from foitli tliy silent sea of pines 
How silently ! aiound thee and above 
Deep IS the an and dailc, substantial, black, 

An ebon mass : methinks thou piercest it 
As with a wedge ! but when I look again, 

It is thine oivn calm home, thy ciystal shnne, 

Thy habitation from eternity ! 

0 dread and silent mount 1 I gazed upon thee, 

Till thou, still piesent to the bodily sense, 

Didst vanish from my thought entianced in piayer 

1 woislupped the Invisible alone 

Yet, like some sweet beguiling melody, 

So sweet, we know not we aie hstemng to it, 

Thou, the meanwhile, wast blending ivith my thoughts, 
Yea, with my life and life’s own secret joy . 

Till the dilating soul, emapt, tiansfused 
Into the mighty vision passing — ^there, 

As in liei natural form, swelled vast to heaven 1 
Awake, my soul 1 not only passive piaise 
Thou owest, not alone these swelhng teais, 

Blute thanks and secret ecstasy ! Awake, 

Voice of sweet song ' awake, my heart, awake ! 

G-ieeii vales and icy cliffs, all join my hymn 
Thou fiist and chief, sole sovian of the valei 
0 struggling with the daikness all the night. 

And visited all night by tiopps of stars, 

Or when they climb the sky, or when they sink 
Companion of the moming stai at dawn, 

Thyself eaith’s rosy stai, and of the dawn 
Co-heiald I wake, 0 wake and uttei praise • 

Wlio sank thy sunless pillais deep in earth ? 

"Wlio filled thy countenance with rosy light? 

Who made thee parent of perpetual sti earns? 

And you, ye five mid torrents fiercely glad 1 
Who called yon forth fiom night and uttei death, 

fit 
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From dcark and icy caverns called yon foitli, 

Pom those piecipitons, black, jagged locks, 

Foi evei shatteied and the same for cvei 

Your stiength, youi speed, yonr fury, and youi joy. 

Unceasing thunder, and eternal foam ? 

And who commanded (and the silence came) — 

“ Heie let the billows stiffen, and have lest?” 

Ye ice-falls ! ye that from the mountain’s blow 
Adown enoimous lavines slope amain — 

Torients, methinlcs, that heard a mighty voice 
And stopped at once amid then maddest jdungo 1 
Motionless tonentsi silent cataiacts! 

Who made you glorious as the gates of heaven 
Beneath the keen full moon ? Wlio bade the «im 
Clothe you with lainbows ? Who with hi mg Hom ers 
Of loveliest blue, spread gailands at youi feet ? 

God ! let the torrents, hke a shout of nations, 

Answer ^ and let the ice-plams echo, God ! 

God ! sing, ye meadow-stieams, with gladsome voice ! 

Ye pme-groves, witli youi soft and soul-Iike sounds I 
And they too have a voice, you piles of snou, 

And in then perilous fall shall thundci — God * 

Ye lively flowers that slcut the eternal host 1 
Ye wild goats, spoiting lound the eagle’s nest I 
Ye eagles, playmates of the mountain-stonu ' 

Ye lightnings, the diead arrows of the clouds • 

Ye signs and wondeis of the elements ' 

Utter forth God, and fill the lulls with piaise ! 

Once moie, hoai mount i with thy sky-pomtaig peaks 
Oft fiom whose feet the avalanche unheard * 

Shoots doAvnwaid, glittering tluougli the pure serene 

Into the depths of clouds that veil thy breast ^ 

Thou too again, stupendous mountain ! thou 
That as I raise my head, awhile howed low 
In adoration, upward from thy base 
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Slow tiavelling, with dim eyes suffused with teais, 
Solemnlj' seemest, like a vapoiiiy cloud, 

To use hefoie me — Else, 0 evei rise. 

Else like a cloud of incense from the eaith ! 

Thou Icingly spiiit thioned among the lulls, 

Thou diead amhassadoi fiom earth to heaven, 
G-ieat Hieiaich * tell thou the silent sliy, 

And tell the stais, and teE yon rising sun, 

Earth uith her thousand voices, piaises Crod 


Lm 

A MOTHEE’S 

TO^J^nED ON FACT. 

Thb mothei had undiessed hei child, 

At close of summei’s day , 

And laid him in his frolic wild, 

Down at the dooi to play. 

And then on hqusehold work intent, 

She left him to his joy , 

And hlcssed his laughtei innocent, 

And blessed hei dailing boy 

An eagle in the zenith hung 

And watched the babe’s blight eyes ; 

Then sudden stooped and fiercely spning 
Upon the beauteous prize. 

He seized him by a giidle tied 
Aiound him loose and free * 

See how they mount and how they iide. 
O’er land and stoimy sea. 
m2 
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AwTule lie liangs, then speeds his flight 
Sivift as the lightning’s wing. 

And now npon the sea-iocks’ height 
Stands the proud featheied Icing. 

And heie he diops the astonished child 
Amidst his own fieice hiood 
The lock is loiigh, the nest is wild, 

And the cliff with hones is stiewed. 

She comes ! she comes I the pathless steep 
Cannot hei flight detei , 

She flies, she flies, foi the angels keep, 

And the road is smooth foi hei. 

A shepherd had watched the eagle’s way 
And told the mothei the spot , 

“ Oh land,” she cried, “ and in agony piay, 

Foi mortal can seive him not,” 

But rapid as light o’ei precipice height 
And cavern and cliff and hollow. 

Like an angel she flew, with a footstep tried 
Wliere the hiavest could not follow. 

On, on she flew and her fire-hnght eyes 
Aie fixed on the bahe meanwhile , 

He laioweth hei well and his heart doth swell. 
And his lips begin to smile. 

She IS quiveiing now, on the piecipice biow 
She hath leached the eagle’s nest , 

The wild biid screams, and the lightning gleams , 
But the baby is on hei bieast. 
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She stayed not to loolc, hut hei cotnse she took 
All douTi that perilous road , 

Foi the seiaplum fleet directed her feet, 

And the lightning hei pathway shou ed. 

Oh ! a inothei’s love is the mightiest tiling 
That our sinful eaith may boast , 

It is swiftei by far than the lightning’s wing, 
And stiong as an angel host. 

She IS safe, she is safe, and her icsciicd dove 
Will be dreaming sweet dreams cie long , 

Of a ride above and an angel of love, 

Oh ! an angel swift and stiong 1 


LIV. 

THE IsEGRO’S VIGIL 

B1 JAMES MOATGOMEKY. 

Wiittcn for the evo oftlic fust of Angnsfc, 183 1, when aH tlie sh\CH 
in the Englisli West India Colonics became free. 

Hie to the mountain afar, 

All in the cool of the even ; 

Led by yon beautiful stai, 

First of the daughters of heaven 
Sweet to the slave is the season ot rest , 

Something fai swcctei he looks foi to night , 

His heait lies awake in the depth of his breast 
And listens, till God shall say, “ Let there be liglit ' 

Climb wo the raeuntain, and stand 
High in mid-aii to inhale, 

Fresh from our old fathci-land, 

Balm in the ocean-borne gale. 
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Dailcness yet coveis tlie face of tlic deep ' 

Spnit of Fieedom ' go foitli in thy might 
To break up oui bondage lilce infancy s sleep, 

The moment hei God shall say, “ Let there be light. 

Gaze "we awhile fiom this peak, 

Playing in thought while we gaze ; 

Watch foi the daivnmg’s fiist stieak, 

Piayei then be turned into piaise 
Shout to the valleys 1 “ Behold ye the morn 
Long desiied, but denied to oni sight ,” 

Lo ' myriads of slaves into men are new bom, 

The woid was omnipotent, “ Let theie be light ” 

Hear it 1 and hail it 1 the call 
Island to island prolong. 

Liberty, libeity, all 

Join in that jubilee song 
Haik • ’tis the childien’s hosannas that sing, 

Haik I they are freemen whose voices unite 
Willie England, the Indies, and Africa smg. 

Amen 1 Hallelujah 1 to “ Let there be light ” 


' LV 

THE ATONEMENT 

BY DB. YOUNG. 

Thou most indulgent, most tiemeiidous Power > 
Still more tiemendoiis for thy wondious love , 
That arms with awe more awful thy commands, 
And foul transgression dips in sevenfold guilt , 
How our hearts tremble at thy love immense ! 

In love immense, inviolably just 1 
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Thoti, intliM tlmn thy justice sliould be Rtaiued, 
Didst stain the cioss , and ivoik of ivondeis fai 
The c;icatost, that tby dcnicst far might bleed. 

Bold thought 1 shall I daio speak it oi lepicss? 
Should man inoie execinte or boast the guilt 
Winch 1 oust’d such vcngcaucc, ii Inch such love 
inflaiiicd ? 

O’er guilt (how iiiouulainous) uith outstietchcd arms 
Stem Justice, and soft-simling Love, embiace, 
Siippoitiiig, ill full majesty, thy tin one. 

When seemed its majesty to need support, 

Oi that, 01 mail, nientably lost 

What but the fathomless of thought divme 

Could laboiu such expedient from despaii. 

And iC'Ciic both? Both 1 0*50110 • both exalt 1 
0 how nic both exalted by the deed 1 
The Moudioiis deed I 01 shall I call it moie? 

A Mondei in Omuipotcnco itself' 

A mjstciy, no less to gods than men 1 
Not thus oiu infidels the Eternal diaw, 

A god all o’ci consiimmato, absolute, 

Full oibed, in his whole loiind of inys complete • 
Thci set at odds rTeaven's jariing attiibutcs. 

And with one excellence anothei wound , 

!Mnim heaven’s pcifcetioii, bieak its equal beams, 

Bid nicicy timmpli ovci — G-od Inmsolf, 

TJndcified by then oppiobiioiiR piaiso 
A God .all moicy is a God unjust 

Ye brainless u its 1 ye baptized infidels ! 

Ye woiso foi mending I washed to foiilei stains 1 
The lansoin was paid down the fund of heaven. 
Heaven’s niexhaiibtiblc, exhausted fund. 

Amazing and amazed, pouied foitli the piicc. 

All price beyond though cuiioiis to compute, 
Aichangels failed to cast the mighty sum 
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Its value vast ungrasped by minds cieate, 

Foi evei bides and glows in the Supreme, 

And was the lansom paid? It was and paid 
(What can exalt the bounty more?) for you. 

The sun beheld it No, the shocking scene 
Drove back his chanot • midnight veiled his face j 
Not such as this, not such as nature makes ; 

A midnight natuie shuddeied to behold , 

A midmght new 1 a diead eclipse (without 
Opposing spheres) fiom hei Oieator’s frown ! 

Sun! didst thou fly thy Maker’s pain? oi stait 
At that enormous load of human guilt 
Which bowed his blessed head, o’erwhehned his cross, 
Made groan the centre, burst earth’s marble womb. 
With pangs, strange pangs 1 delivered of hei dead? 
Hell howled , and Heaven that hour let fall a tear , 
Heaven wept, that man might smile ! Heaven bled, 
Might never die ! [that man 


LYI. 

THE DYING KAREN 

BY MBS SIGOURNEY. 

“I have to lament the loss of the leader of the little church in this 
qnartei , the first of the ISTorthem Karens, who we hope has an ived safe 
in heaven I ought perhaps to except the case of a and his wife 
near the head of the Patah nver, who, though not baptized, and never 
seen by any foreign missionary, both died m the faith the raan m- 
joining it on his surviving friends to have the ‘View of the Chnstvm 
Behgion’ laid on his breast and buried with him " — Rev Dr Judson. 

He never saw 

The book of heavenly wisdom, and no saint 
Had told him how the smner could be saved 

But to his hut 

A little Tract, a messenger of love, 

A herald of glad tidings, found its way 
Borne over rapid stieams, and deep blue lakes 
Embowered in trees, and o’er the waving woods, 



P<’i*’lin«ro upon tijo jiinions of llie l)ioc70, 

.\t Iriisitli H tjinic. J( v,t\s not like llic binicJi 
<h Initilo pihn^. on n!ni*h he Iciunccl to lend j 
Ti*- h'ltois more mVe, its (e\lmc fiui , 

J/*" uuids —ho noinloiod as he looked on them. 

Tli-’ie wji*- eonu' holy love he nevci kneu-j 

Tht'ie «as a spirit hieathin^ in eaeh line 

Jl<‘ A’lt ninitter.ihh* thought*-, ns now 

lie *-1 iiinotl the vhole, now lend each Aiondious woid. 

Ti told of fJod the Makci, nnd of Iliin 

Wlm died loi imn’s sahntion 

He wept, nnd pmusl, nnd iiiotnncd a nrotched life 

Oi eoii'-tniit sin; nnd gave hiinsclt to God. 

The hue 

Of death ^^ns on his choclc. Tlis hmmng hiow 
Told of the pain he felt. IStiU no snint nns ncni 
To tell of jo)s to come No innn of God 
Rtnod h} his bed to soothe the final hom 

Hut he had ponce. 

“ When I mil dead,” ho 'jailh, “ put jc the little hook 
Hpon inj hrenst, nnd lot it go nith me 
Donn to my scpulchio. It taught me nil 
^'Int I h.ue lo.ariied of God, .nnd hon\cn, nnd hell. 

1 loM* the innn nho mote it, nnd that God 
Who hionght it to my home.” 


LVII 

GINKVRA. 

m nooi Its 

Ii then shouldst cvei come by choice oi chance 
To Hodonn, nhcie still icligiously 
Among hci ancient ti opines is ineseived 
Bologna’s bucket (in its chain it hangs 
Within that lovcieiid tonei, the Guiilaiidiiie), 



Stop fit ft pnlftoo ncfit tlm 

Dwelt in of old 1)} OTif* of tin* Oi 'm 

Its nolilc garden'^, teirn* c t< rre^ •*. 

Antliicli in fountains, slftttn s, < \ pt< ■< * ^ 

Will long detain thee , tltr.iuiih tlifir ai. h« i ' 1' 
Dnn at noomlfty, d^‘•oo^c^ing nian> i* t.'1'n |< * 

Of kmglits nnd dnnics, surli a-, m old rum n » , 
Andlo\eri5, sncli as in lioioie •'•■ng, 

Pcilinps the tuo, for gro%o-. Mtn* Ux ti d. !.„d»i 

That in tlic spiing-tnno, as aluin tli»v - t, 

Ventniing togcilu-i on a tnli*oi 1 'a» , 

Dead onlj part tlml da\. A stitmti'i *• in 
Sets eie one liali is sfcn ; Imt, < ro thun *j 
Enter the house , piithee, lo.iji't it tiu" 

And look auhile upon u ptotuit’ th* r>* 

’Tis of a ladj in hoi lailnst %oi'ih, 

The vei) last of that illustrato r.i' o 
Done b} Zampioii, but by whom I ci~<’ no*. 

He uho obscncs it, ere ho pis-.* s on, 

Gazes liis fill, nnd conits nnd Ufun-. iiLriti, 

That he may call it up, uhou far 
She sits, intlining foiuaul a-, lo -p d', 

Her lips half-open, and her fing* i up 
As though she said ‘Dcttnie t' Ilor \i -t m -luv 
’B ioidcied Anth flow cl’s, thi'pod irom hovd t** 5 < 
An cmcrald-stonc in ci ei\ golden < ! isj> , 

And on hci hiow , fairer than ulnb i-tfr, 

A coionet of pcails But then Ixr into, 

So lovely, jet so arch, so full of inirth, 

Tho overflowings of an innocent heart, 

It haunts me still, though inanj a y oai ha=s fl* tl, 
Like some iviUl mclodj I 

Alone it hangs 

Over a mouldering hoh-loom, its conijnmon, 

An oaken-chest, half eaten by the w onn. 
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But richly carrod hy Antony of Trent 
With Sciiptiue-stoues fiom the life of Clmst j 
A chest that came fioin Venice, and had held 
The ducal lohes of some old ancestoi. 

Tliat hy the way , it may be true oi false , 

But don’t foiget the pictuie^ and thou unit not, 
"Wlien thou hast heaid the tale they told me there. 
She was an only child , fiom infancy 
The joy, the pride of an indulgent sue. 

Hei inothei djmg of the gift she gave, 

That precious gift, what else lemamed to him ? 
Tlie young Crinevia was his all in life. 

Still as she giew, foi evei in his sight , 

And in tlie fifteenth j^eai became a bride 
Maiiying an only son, Fianccsco Boiia, 

Hei playmate fiom liei bntb, and bei fiist love. 

Just as she loolcs theie in hei hndal diess, 

She was all gentleness, all gaiety, 

Hex pianics the favounte theme of eveiy tongue 
But now the day was come, the day, the horn , 
Now, fi owning, smiling, for the hundiedth time. 
The nurae, that ancient lady, pieached decoium ; 
And, in the lustre of hei youth, she gave 
Hei hand, mth hei heait in it, to Fiancesco 
(Jieat was the joy , but at the bndnl feast, 
"When all sat down, the biide was u anting theie. 
Noi was she to he found I Hei fathei cned, 

^ 'Tis but to make a trial of oui love 
Ajud filled his glass to all , but his hand shook, 
And soon fiom guest to guest the panic spiead 
’Twas hut that instant she had left Fianccsco, 
Laughing and looldng hack, and flying still, 

Her ivoiy-tooth impimted on lus finger 
But now, alas ! she was not to he found , 

Nor from that houz could aiiytlmig he guessed 
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But Hint felic vns iiM ! Wcnn oi lu*- 
Bimiccsco flew to Venice, luifi 
Piling Jt nwny in bftitlo wiih tin- Tut it 
Oihiiu lived , und long migld‘-t then Jmu * ■'ni 
An old iniin wnndeiing m in i|in-'l oi ihmt', 
Soinctliing lie could not lind , he 1 n* w uoi v li't. 
"When lie wns gone, the hoiiv* k nnin*'d evhih 
Silent and tennntless; then winit to '.tnuiW' 

Full fifty ycaui were pa'^t, anti all 
V’hcn on an idle day, a da\ oi ••nitli 
’Mid the old liunher in the gall* t>, 

That mouldering chest wa-i luttiu d . and *tt a ‘.dd 
B) one ns young, as thonghlle-. as ftm».\r4 
‘ Why not leinoccil from it- Inrhinif pin" {' 

’Twns done ns soon ns hnid , hnt on tin v ac 
It burst, it fell , and lo, n aUi h ton. 

With lieie and llieic a pearl, an tint r.dd'ston*', 

A golden clasp, clasping n ahred •>! g»dd ’ 

All else had penciled, s-iie a nuptial ring. 

And a small seal, hoi iiKdher's leget y, 

Enginven with a name, the nunn* of both, 

‘ Grincvrn.’ There then had she fttun-l a ’ 
Within that client had she concealeil h» isi ti. 
Fluttering with joi the hnpi»iest of tlo h tpp\ ; 
When a spring-lock that laj in ambush thfi, 
Fastened lici down /oi cicr I 
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MONCOXTOUR 

A Sona of the Ilttoi’enofs 
ai 51 AC cut M 

The Eight Hon Thosias Bcbington M \cai t ct i<4 ono of the meet 
bnlh^tniitois ofthoprosont (lav Thutv >e»rs a»o hociu^ a Mem- 
ber of the Legislative Couiioil of Imlui niul icskUhI in Cukttlta IHs 
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last vroik was a most valnable * msfort/ of England,' from the time of 
James H Hohaawiitten several apmtod poems, and in 1842 oub- 
lisbed bis * Lays of Ancient Borne * ^ 

On 1 weep foi Moncontoui Oli ! weep for tiie horn, 

Wlien the children of dailmess and evil had power , 

Tiyiien the hoisemen of Valois tiiumphantly tiod 
On the bosoms that bled foi then lights and their Grod. 

Oh ! weep foi Moncoiitom. Oh f weep foi the 
■\VIio foi faith and foi freedom lay slaughteied m vam 
Oil I weep for the living, who hngei to bear 
The renegade’s shame, or the exile’s despair. 

One look, one last look to the cots and the towers, 

To the rows of oui linos, and the beds of oui flowem, 

To the chinch ivheie the bones of oui fatheis decayed, ' 
AVlioie we fondly had deemed that otii oivn should be laid, 

Alas ! ive must leave thee, dear desolate home. 

To the speawnen of Uii, the shavelings of Borne, 

To the seipent of Floience, the vnltiue of Spain, 

To the piide of Anjou, and the guile of Loiiaine. 

Faiewell to thy fountains, faieivell to thy shades, 

To the song of thy youths, and the dance of thy maids, 

To the bieath of thy gardens, the hum of thy bees, 

And the long waving line of the blue Pyienees. 

Faiewell, and foi evei. The piiest and the slave 
May rale m the halls of the fiee and the brave , 

Oui healths ive abandon , oui lands we resign , 

But, Fathei 1 we kneel to no altai but thine. 


LIX. 

THE WIDOW OF NAIJST 

Bl W P. rUBLIS 

Ths Boman sentinel stood helmed and tall 
Beside the gate of Nam The busy tiead 

N 



Of comers to tlic city nmU wfls ilonc, 

I?oi it ^\ns almost noon ; ami a ‘It.vfl Ik at 
Qiuvcxed upon tlic finn niul ‘•lot pijit' dust 
And Urn cold snake crojil pmtiiii; ftoiu ih*' v,n!{ 
And basked Ivis stuly circles in tlic sun 
Upon his spcai llic soldier leaned, and 1 ^ p* 

TIis idle natch, anti ns Iuh drow \ dri s«,i 
"Was broken by the sohtnr} foot 
Of fionic pool mendicant, he rais< d his h< “1 
To enrse him lor a tuUuUvi'y Jcv. , 

'Tca-noi litj.;!! 

The dull Ion murmur of n funerid 

Went tluough the city , the sad sound oi t- t 

XJumixcd nith loioos, earnestly 

Up the nide street, along nho-e p ivc 1 nai 

The silent Ihioiig crept slonly. Tlun cam- »• i, 

Beaiing a bod} heaMl} on its bier, 

And by the crond that tn the bunung sun 
Walked with foigetfiil sadiics-., ’tnas n{ ou-'* 
Momned n ith nncommon som^n . Tin' br>> id grti- 
Snnmg on its lunges , and the Ibunan b< ft 
His spear point donnnnrd-', ns liie b-^iu-rs j> _ I, 
Bending beneath then burden There nas on* , 
Only one mourner Close behind the hi* i, 
Ciumpliiig the pall up in her niihered h uids, 
Folloncd an aged noman Her short st-p^ 
Faltcied with neaknessj and a broken mom 
Fell fioni her Ups, thickened coiuulsuth 
As hei heart bled nfiesh. The pit\ mg cron d 
Followed apart , but no one spoke to her. 

She had no lansmnn. She had In cd atone, 

A widow with one son. He was hei all 
The only tie she had m the nklc noild , 

And he was dead. They could not comfort her 
Jesus diew neai to Nam, as fiom the gate 
The funeral came forth, IIis lips wcie pale 
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With tlic noon h Fulfrj heat The bended sweat 
Fjuod Ihifkh on Ins biow, and on the wom 
And snnplo Intchets of his sandals lay 
Thick tho nlntc dns( oi travel He had come, 
^im^• ‘■iinrife, iroin Cnpeinniim, stnj'nig not 
T<» \\«'l liN lip«. In gioen IJclhsnida’s pool, 

Mm wnMi In** i«’ot in Kn>lion’s ‘<il\er spiings, 

Xor turn him ‘'onthwnul upon Taboi's side, 
n'oc'itch r^ilboaV light mid spity bicczc 
fnm>-irt*(li sio'id t'ool ujmn the east, 

I'lct In the j-oa of Galilee, and theic 
I'lie «< iri (rnccller might bide till eve; 

And on the alders oi Hethulia's plain 
The pi ipc; of I’.ilesiuie hung ripe and nild . 

t lurii's! h*‘ ii'ii n-'ide, but gazing on, 

I'lom (ven Mudhiig mount, he ‘•an afni, 

Amid the hills, the humble roofs of Nam, 

The place of his next eirand, and the path 
'JViiiclied not JJcIhiilia, mul a league away, 

Tpou the cast, laj pleasant Galilee 
Fo’th from the city came the pitying crowd 
rollon cd the st lichen mounici. They came ncai 
TJk’ place of biinnl , mill stimning liands 
Closed upon her breast she clasped the pall, 

And nitb a gasping sob, quick ns a child’s, 

And nil iiiqiiinng wildness da^ihing thiouffh 
The tliiii giey hislies of hei fevcied ej'e, 

She cmne where Jesus stood, beside the w^ny 
He looked upon hci, and Ins heart ivns moved 
“ "Weep not,” lie said; and as they staj'ed the biei, 
And at Ins bidding laid it at bis feet, 

Ho gently dicw' the pall fiom out her giasp, 

And laid it back in silence fiom the dead 
With tioublcd w'ondci the mute tliiong diow neai, 
And gn/cd on his calm looks A minute s space 
lie stood and piaycd Then taking the cold band, 
^ 2 
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lie “ Ailf-c I” Ami inamiiu l.rrnM 

Ilcnvetl in its ceicinonts, nn*! n ‘>mltl{ii 
Enii tliongli tlic linos of tlic <li' nl* ^1 li|'- . 
And, 'With n ninniiui of 1 ih mother'’ n nm*. 
lie ticmhlcd nntl mt npiight m hi*, -hi-iifl ; 
And s\liilc the inonnn i hnn^ npon hi* n*'* I , 
Je^ns i\ent calinl} on his way to Xtmi 


LX. 

THE FALL OF POLAXP 

i\ c\Minrn. 

On’ Sftcicd Tmlh’ th> tihmiph v.vhi’*’, 

And IIoPF, thy cistei C{‘n‘:ed %\Jth ihct t«> ‘uti’f , 

Wlicn leagued Oi»pie‘>'?ion poured t<i X''''th< ni i r.r-' 

Ilei ^\lnslcclcd paudooii and hoi fn n • Im*" ir^, 

Waved her diced i>tnndaul to tlm hret/e *»f niortt. 
Pealed hci loud drum, and tw.inued her tiui ij) t liom , 
Tumultuous honm In coded oVi In r \in, 

Piesaging math to Poland, nnd to imn ’ 

Waisau’s last champion iiom her htL'hl •ur\e;( 1 . 
Wide o’er the fields, a oi ruin hii-i , 

“ 0 Heaven I” he cried, ‘ m\ Mecdim: count rv "-we t 
Is thcic no hand on high to shield the hraso * 

Yet, though destinction sueep thoi'C londj plain'-. 
Rise, felloiMiien ’ oui couiitn' iit remain i ' 

Bj that diead name, ue nave the «\\oid mi higli ! 

Ami sueai foi hei to live’ — with her to die 
He bald, and on the iamp.ut-hvights ni rased 
His tiusty ^^aniol•b, few, but undiNmayed , 

Fiim-paccd and slou, a horiid fiont thoi form, 

Still as the bieczc, hut dicadful ns the *-101111 , 

Low munnunng sounds along then Innncri fi\ , 
Revenge, 01 death, — ^thc ■watch-uoid and icplj , 

Thffn pealed the notes, omnipotent to chnim, 

And the loud tocsin tolled then last alann ’ — 
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Began to use Ins mmstiel pncle 
And, would tlie noble Duchess deign 
To listen to an old man’s stiain, 

Though stiff his hand, his voice though weak, 
He thought even yet, the sooth to speak, 

That 11 she loved the haip to heai, 

He could make music to hei eai 

The humble boon was soon obtained ; 

The aged mmstiel audience gained 
But when he i cached the loom of state, 

Wheie she with all hei ladies sate, 

Pei chance he wished his boon denied , 

Poi when to tune his haip he tned. 

His tiembling hand had lost the ease 
Which maiks secuiity to please • 

And scenes, long past, of joy and pain, 

Came wildeiing o’ei his aged biain — 

He tiled to tune his haip in vain 
The pitying Duchess piaisod its chime 
And gave him heait, and gave him time, 

Till eveiy stiing’s accoiding glee 
Was blended into harmony 
And then, he s{iid, he would full fain 
He could lecall an antient stiain 
He nevei thought to smg again. 

It was not flamed for village chuils, 

But foi high dames and mighty eails ; 

He had played it to King Ohailes the G-ood 
Wlien he kept couit in Holyrood, 

And much he wished, yet feared to trj’’, 

The long-foi gotten melody 
Amid the stiings his fingeis stiayed 
And an imceitain waibhng made, 

And oft he shook his hoary head , 

But when he caught the measuic wild, 

The old man laised his face, and smiled; 
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Aiul he, ncglcclcfl nn«l 

Wished to he ^Mth them, mid nt r<’d. 

No more on jnnntin^i: palfrej homo 
JIo cm oiled li^?ht ns Imlc ut mom , 

Nolonjyei com led and (nie-it, 

High placed in hall, a Melemno gne-f, 

He poiiK'd to loid and huh ga\ 

The nnjiremcditateJ la) . 

Old limes i\cro changed, old mmimri gotir , 
A strangei filled the fstnait*»’ tin one 
The bigots of the iron time 
Had called his hamiK-s ml u iiime 
A wandoung linrpei, s*oined and pooj, 

Ho begged his hiend iiom door to door ! 
And tuned, to pUsue a pfisant’s i ar, 

The harp a Icing had lo\ed to ht*ar 
He passed uheie Ncuarlc s stateh tow* i 
Looks out fiouv Yairou s hii« hen howt r 
The minslicl ga/od uilh uivthil e}o — 
Nohumblei rcsting-idnee uas ni^lu 
With hesitating sioj), at la^t 
The embattled poital-mch ho pa^-t, 

Whose ponderous gate and iiW'Ss bar 
Had oft rolled hack the tide of war. 

But ne\ci closed the non door 
Against the dcsolulo mul pom 
The Duchess jnailced liis wem^ pace. 

His timid mien, and uwciend face. 

And bade lici page the memnls tell. 

That tlioj’ should tend the old man well 
For she bad known ads ei -its. 

Though boin in such a high degree , 

In piide of powci, in bcantj’s hloom. 

Had vept o’ei Momnonth's bloody tomb ' 
When landncss had his ■wants supplied 
And the old man was giatiiied, 



Anti lighted tjp ln» fiidotl e>e 
With all a pod’s ecstasy ! 

In vaiying cadence, soft oj stinng, 

He swept the hounding i Uoids ulung , 
Tlio picscnt hcetif, the nitnn* lot, 

Hib toilb, his \\unt‘<, Wde all lojgei ; 
Oold dilliilcneo tind age’s host 
In the full tide oi song were lu^t , 

Each blank, in milhkss incmoiy teid, 
The poet’s glo^\lng thought atipplf -1 ; 
And while Ins hnip ie-'ponsi\o inng, 
’Twas thus the Litkst snug. 


LXUI 

KVAXUCLLMC 

ny u. s\. 

Many a ivcmy year hud parsed since the bmmrgot iirnid- 
Pie, 

"When on the falling tide the flighted ccen)> d»pssti !, 

Beaiing a nation, with all its heuschnld**4»).k, imo i-tih, 

E\ilo without an end, and uulioui an vcaniplt? in "tur^ 

Pai abiimlei, on sepuiate coast-, the Acadian.- l.anU- 1; 

Scatteied weie they, like Jlakts of snow, when th_ \A«d if<»'u 
the noith-ea-st 

Stiikes aslant thiongh the iog> that daiUn the Ihiuks **i 
Newiouiulhuid, 

FaeiuUess, homeles.s, liopelcs'., they waiidccvtl front «ii^» to 
city, 

Fionithe cold lakes of tlie iioith to-ultn sotulurn -i\ant-, 

Prom the bleak hlioros ot the sea to the !.uid> wlicre the 
Pathei of w'atei-s 

Seizes the hiUb in his hand, and diags iheui down i»> the 
ocean, 

Deep in their sands to bniy the scatteied hones ot the 
mammoth. 
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Fiiends tliey sought and homos , and many, despaumg, 
heait-hioken, 

Asked of the eaith hut a giave, and no longei a iiiend nor 
a fireside. 

Written then liistoiy stands on tablets of stone in the 
chuichyaids 

Long among them ivas seen a maiden who waited and wan- 
deied, 

Lowly and meek in spuit, and patiently suffoiing all things 

Fail was she and young , but alas I before hei extended, 

Dieaiy and vast and silent, the desert of life, with its f>ath- 
way 

Maiked by the giaves of those who had sonoAved and suf- 
fered befoie hei, 

Passions long extinguished, and hopes long dead and aban- 
doned, 

As the enugiant’s way o’er the western deseit is marked b^ 

Camp files long consumed, and bones that bleach in the 
sunshine 

Something theie was in hei life incomplete, imperfect, un- 
finished , 

jtgA.s if a moimng of June, with all its music and sunshine, 

Suddenly paused in the sky, and, fading, slowly descended 

Into the east again, fioni ivhence it late had aiisen 

Sometimes she lingeied in towns, till, mged by the feiei 
AVithiu hei, 

IJiged by a lestless longing, the hungei and thh;,t of the 
spuit, 

She would commence again hei endless seaich and oiidea- 
vom , 

Sometimes in churchyaids stiayed, and gazed on the ciosses 
and tombstones, 

Sat by some nameless giave, and thought that perhaps m 
its bosom 

He was aheady at lest, and she longed to slumber besuo 
him. 



Ill 


Sometimes a nimom, a lu*ait i\, »» inaiticulat' 

Came with its any lumd to iMantaml liU'bai h* i j.-r.’-.r.l 

Sometimes she spaku with tlio-.c who hi'.Uuut h*-; 
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ami known liim, 

But it was loiiif n”0, in some far oil pl.ite or i(ir?:olt> n 

Ami tlieieupou the puest, In r fin ml ami father 'or. 

Said with a smile “ 0 duui{littr! th> God ihiH ip* u'jrh 
w itlim thee I 

Talk not ol wasted niioctiim, aneiti*»n ntvt r w,ii v, 

Ii it emkli not the heart ol anothti, it-* waiu*, r^tuniin^ 

Back to then spiing'', like tin* lain, shall nil tin m loU 
loficshinent , 

That which the loimtuu ‘•emU loitli returns a^ini to t't. 
{ountani 

Patience, aceomplHh ih} lihoiu, accompli di ihs v, 

affection, 

Soiiow and silciiee aio stiong, ami piticnt tnnnrn,' c ti 
godlike ; 

Theicioio accomphsli ths labour of lou* till ih>* uert is 
imulo godlike, 

Piuihed, stiengthened, perfected, and undcrel moio w, 
ot hea\ on ' ’ 

Cheeied b\ the good man's winds, Kvangeime la'oyi red uJ 
waited 


liXn' 

THE DESERTED VILLAGE 

B\ COtt)3UIta 

OewER GoiiDSMiTir Ineil nnion" the gicst ineii ot* tuo H,’t ccaii.r,* 
He vras bom m 172S and ilioil ju 1771 He leceiccd a Uniicrir^ 
education, but was \eiy idle and \\.c-.t»,liil m hn j ouih At oi e imic, 
even in gieat pocertc, he timellcd iii caiioiu parts ot Eurwpe , aud on 
Ins return decoted liiiiisolf wholly to hlemture llispovortc It).i}j I'or,* 
tinued, and his habits ol'ettiacnganco nocer Iol\hiin He h<’S nntuu 

several approced pi oso works, among thciti, i.'iO/ inj’imiZ, i.V'< 

and GteecSt Hie stjlo of these works is much admired for its smooth* 
ness, elegance and lurmonj His duct poems are ‘ The I 
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lago and Tlia TiavelU) In tins laafc named poem, ho deseubes the 
different manneis and oonditionof England, Italy, Prance and othei 
countues of ®aiopo His * Desci ted Village' is one of the most popu- 
lar and best laiowu poems in the English language. ^ 


S\VEET Auburn > loveliest village of tbe plain, 

IVIieie liealth and plenty clieeied the labouring swam , 
‘V\^le^e smiling spiing its cailiest visit paid, 

And paiting suniinei’s lingeiing blooms delayed 
Deal lovely bowers of innocence and ease. 

Seats of my youth, when eveiy spoit could jilease, 

How often have I loiteied o’ei thy gieen, 

Wheie humble happiness endeaied each scene I 
How often have I paused on cveiy chaim, 

The shelteied cot, the cultivated faim. 

The nevei -failing bioolc, the busy mill, 

The decent chuioh that topped the neighbomiiig lull, 
The hawthorn bush, nuth seats beneath the shade, 

Foi talking age and youthful conveise made I 
How often have I blessed the conung day, 

T\^ieu toil lomitting lent its turn to ploy ; 

And all the ^allage tiain, fiom labour fiee, 

Led up then spoits beneath the spreading tiee , 

"Wdule many a pastime ended in the shade, 

The young contending as the old suiveyed , 

And many a ganibol fiolicked o’er the ground. 

And sleights of ait and feats of stiength went loiind. 
These weie thy chaims, sweet village I spoits like these. 
With sweet succession, taught e’en toil to please , 

These loiind thy bowers then cheeiful influence shed , 
These were thy chaims, — ^but all these chaims aie fled. 

Sweet smiling village • loveliest of the lami, 

Thy spoits aie fled, and all thy charms withdrawn , 
Amidst thy boweis the tyrant’s hand is seen. 

And desolation saddens all thy gieen 
One only mastei giasps the whole domain, 

And half a tillage stints thy smiling plain. 

0 





No mou* th\ i 5 U‘-\V hiool: <ii 

Hut, cliokoU vuth >, It* .V., o* *<'>’** . 

Alonij thj glutlf*. (I Hjlil.tr** gif 

'rhc li‘illov\ suiuitluig l»»tli*rn * U * »4 , 

AtuuUt thy walk*, tin* !a{*..»ii i 'if *. 

Ait'l tuo-* tln.il <“clio!,j With uni.ii** I rri* * 

Suukuic tlij' Iniwyii m iImj**!* <* utui ill. 

Aiul tlw l'J»g oVuo[i. lliH moiiM* nn^ \> tii , 
Au<l titiiiihhuir. *lu inking tf^iii tli* *ii* u »;i j, 
I'.n, uu iiwiiy thy LhiMrtU K »'-i* th> km*!. 

[11 MiO'* iho luu'l, i<i h i*t»*ning ill . a pf *. , 

AVhoif wouUh ftcouimil itv*., tni'l m*‘n ih* 

Ihincc-* iviul hifU mu) il<tmi*h. nr m i\ i u*- , 

A hioiitli i.ui mako thuin. a hi* ith I i. m.»'l • 

But a hold pca-’.auti). their toiintf) . j-ii f , 

AVhou oucu de'trovcd, can uei».r h«j mpnli* I 
Sweet w.v* the sound, when ou, at • i* miu •> • * / 
t^p joudei lull the \iU.igf intiminr lo* * , 

Tlieio a-i I p.'iosed, with eareh"*-* iti ?;■* .i.td d***.. 

The winghng note-* t ime -*oite,f I irmn h Jo. , 

The swaiii iespun-*ue as the milk m ud --.a..; 

The sohei hold that lowud to mci i th^^r )vti 
The nois) geese that gabUed r the p ol. 

The pla)iiil ehildien ju-t let lo&*e ir«»m '<.h* .) 

The wateh-dog’s toito that l>i)«.d the whi-.|i.j;o,' ,. 
Anti the loud laugh, that spoke the vac mi mm.l , 
These nil in sweet coiiiusioa sought tie* sh tde. 

And filled eaeh pause the night ing.ile ha*l ma.lc- 
But now the sounds oi population lail, 

No eheeitul inminuH fiuctuuie in tin* gale, 

No busy steps the giass-giown lootwaj tual, 

But all the bloomy flush oi hie is fle»l 
All but) on widowed, solitai) thing, 

That feebly bends beside the pl.ashy spnng. 

She, wietehed ination' foiccdiuago, ioi bie.ul, 

To stiip the book with mantling ci eases spie.id, 
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To pick hei wintiy faggot fiom the thoin, 

To seek hei nightly shed, and weep till mom, 

Sh6 only left, of all the harmless tiain 
The sad histoiian ot the pensive plain ! 

Neai yondei copse, where once the garden smiled, 
And still where many a garden flower glows wnld, 
There, .where a few tom shrubs the place disclose, 

The village preacher’s modest mansion rose 
A man he was to all the coimtiy dear, 

And passing iich with foity pounds a yeai 
Bemote from towns he lan his godly lace, 
jSfoi e’ei had changed, nor wished to change, his place 
Unskilful he to fawn, oi seek foi powei, 

By doctiiiies fashioned to the varying horn ; 

Bai othei aims his heait had learned to prize, 

More bent to laise the wretched than to rise 
His house was laiowii to all the vagiant tiain , 

He chid then wanderings, but relieved then pain. 

The long-iemembeied beggar was his guest, 

Whose beaid descending swept his aged breast , 

The nuned spendthrift, now no longer proud, 

Claimed kindred there, and had his claims allow’ed . 

The broken soldier, kindly bade to stay, 

Sat by his fire, and talked the mght away , 

Wept o’er his wmunds, or tales of sonow done. 
Shouldered his crutch, and showed how fields w'eie won. 
Pleased with his guests, the good man learned to glow, 
And quite forgot then vices m then w’oe , 

Careless their merits or then faults to scan, 

TTir pity gave ere charity began 

Thus to relieve the wu etched was his pride, 

And e’en his failings leaned to virtue s side 
But in his duty prompt at every call, 

He watched and wept, he prayed and felt for all • 

And, as a bird each fond endearment tries. 

To tempt her newr-fledged oftspimg to the slaes, 
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Ho tiled each ait, ic'inovcd each tlnfl dof'ty, 

AlUuod ty hnghlci ivorUhi, and Ld the ivav. 

Hesulc the hed, i^heie Iho \va»hid, 

And soiiow, gndt, and pain, hy tnriK d»,)jnaj»’d, 

The levoroiid chaiapiun stooil. At In'* c<»iiiryl 
Dospau and angui-jh Jlcd the btrtigghng '‘•ad ; 

Ooniloit came down the Iruiiddimj wretch t** tai •*, 
And hib last lalteiing acccnH wld‘»in.rLd prai^*. 

At climch, witli nu'cU mid mimictttd gr.ac, 

Jlis looks adorned the \encudde place j 
Tiiith fiom his Ii[M pre\ailetl with tlouhle sway; 

And looU who came to scoU' lemainul to pray. 

The bcrvico past, arouinl the pion» man, 

With icady /cal, each hontsl rii-tlic ran ; 

E’en childicn followed with ciidwiring wile, 

And pinched his gown, to bharu the gy*»d mm« smile# 
Ills leady snule a parent’s warmth e\pr<.'ssd ; 

Then weliaio pleased him, and their caas distr»‘-..». !. 
To them his hcjiit, his lo\e, his giicis weie given , 

Eut all his seilous thoughts had re.st in heaven : 

As boinc tall elm that lilts its awint lurm. 

Swells irom the vale, and midway leaves the storm. 
Though lomul ita bioiust the rolling tlomK are spread, 
Etcinnl binishine settles on its head. 

Beside yon stiaggling fence that shirts the w ly. 
With hlobbomed lurzo niiprohtably giv, 

Thcie, in his> noisy nunsion bhilied to rule, 

The village untstei taught his little sciiuol. 

A man seveie he was, mnl btein to vmw , 

I knew him well, and evevy tumnt Knew 
Well had the boding timableis learned to trace 
The day’s disasteis in Ins moniiug iacc ; 

Full well they laughed, with countcueited glee, 

At all his jokob, for many a joke had ho ; 

Full well the busy whispei cuchug lomul 
Conveyed the dismal tulmga when he iiowned 
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Yet he was land ; or if seveie in aught, 

The love he hoie to learning was in fault 
The village all declared how much he Iniew j 
Twas certain he could wiite, and ciphei too , 

Lands he could measure, terms and tides presage , 

And e’en the story i an that he could guage 
In aiguing too the parson owned his skill, 

Foi e’en though vanquished, he could argue still , 
While woids of learned length and thundermg sound. 
Amazed the gazing nistics langed around ; 

And still they gazed, and still the wonder grew, 

That one small head could cany all he knew 
But past IS all his fame . the very spot, 

Wheie many a time he triumphed, is forgot 
Near yondei thoin that lifts its head on high, 

Wheie once the sign-post caught the passmg eye, 

Low hes that house wheie nut-broivn draughts inspiied, 
Where grey-heaid mirth and smiling toil retired, 
Where village statesmen talked mth looks piofound. 
And news much older than then ale ivent round 
Imagination fondly stoops to trace 
Tire pailoui splendours of that festive place , 

The white- washed wall, the lucely sanded floor, 

The varnished clock that clicked behind the dooi , 

The chest contrived a double debt to pay, 

A bed by night, a chest of drawers by day , 

The pictures placed for ornament and use. 

The twelve good rules, the royal game of goose , 

The health, except when winter chilled the day. 

With aspen boughs, and flowers, and fennel gaj , 

While broken tea-oups, wisely kept for shon, 

Banged o’er the chimney, glistened m a low 
Vain transitory splendours I could not all 
Betiieve the tottermg mansion from its fall ? 

Obscuie it sinlcs, nor shall it more impait 
An horn’s importance to the pooi man’s heait , 
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TluUicr no inoio the peasant shall wpair 
To sweet oblivion oi his dully (ure ; 

No moic the farmer^s neui, the barber 1 1 1 !»*, 

No moio the woodnian’d ballad 'hall prevail { 

No moie the snulh hn dusky brow ihall el« ar, 
llehK his pondeious strength, and li'.m to Inar; 
The host himseli no longer shall be tfiuud 
Caieful to see the mantling bli~a g'> n*und. 

Yes ! let the lieli (kiule, the proud di idsiii, 
These siinplo pleasiiics of the lov.l^ tr nii : 

To mo nioio deai, congenial to my In art, 

One native ehatiit, ih in all ihe glo3s oi art. 
Spontaneous jojs, where nature h.it it'' pliy. 

The soul adopts, -uid own*, thtir lirat-Lorn ivv.w ; 
Lightly they irolic o’er the vac.mt mii'd, 
Uneuvied, uniuolealcHl, nnconiim d • 

But the long pomp, the midnight uiaviiicrade, 
"SVith all the lie.ihs oi wanton wealth 'irmjcd. 

In these, cie tiiikra Inlf their wi^h oti.nn, 

Q’he toiling pkM'Urc Melveii-* into p iin ; 
aVud, e’en wlnle la'^luonS bri’jhti.'t art-* dtcov, 
The hcait ihsliu&tmg a->k->, u iliH be jv»r ! 


LXY 

THE HEROISM OR HORATIL'S CUCLES. 

m X a. nvcveLvr. 

[lloratius oftoia to ikford ihe 

TiifcN out spake biave lloratui-., 

The captain of the giite , 

To eveiy man upon this eaith 
Death tometh soon oi 1 ite. 

And how can man die hettoi 
Than facing feaiinl odiK, 

Eoi the ashca ol his> latheis, 
aVnd the templcis oi hi-, gods , 
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And for the tender mother 
Wlio d andl ed him to rest, 

And foi the wife who nurses 
His hahy at hei hieast, 

And foi the holy maidens 
Who feed the eternal flame, 

To save them fiom false Sextus 
That monght the deed of shame f 

Hew down the hndge, Sii Consul, 
With all the speed ye may , 

I with two moie to help me, 

, WillJmld the foe in play 
In yon stiait path a thousand 
May wcU he stopped by thiee. 

Now who wiU stand on eithei hand. 
And keep the budge with me ? 

Then out spake Spuiius Lartius j 
A Ramman pioud was he , 

‘ Lo, I will stand at thy nght hand, 
And keep the bridge with thee ’ 
And out spake strong Heiminius , 

Of Titian blood was he , 

‘ I will ajjide on thy left side, 

And keep the bridge with thee 

‘ Hoiatuis,’ quoth the Consul, 

‘ As thou sayest so let it be ’ 

And straight against that gieat a,nay 
Foith w'ent the dauntless thiee. 

Poi Romans in Rome’s quanel 
Spaied neithei land noi gold, 

Noi son noi wife noi limb noi life, 

Ri the biave days of old. 



Then none was for a jauty ; 

TJicn all A\cic loi the .stale; 

Thun the gieat man licli»c<l the poor, 
aVml the pooi man lovi*fl the gient. 
Tlicu lauds were fuhly ixjilione*! , 

Thou spoilt* weie fahly soUl ; 

Tlio llouiau'* were like biotlais 
III tlic hia\e days oi ohl. 

Now Boman is to Boiuaii 
Moic huteiul than a foe, 

•^Vud the Tribunes heard the high, 

And the Buthtra giiud tj^ie h>JW ^ 
As wo wax hot iii I'aJion, ** 
la battle uc wax cold ; 

Whcreioro men fight n«jt .u they fought 
III the bra\o dajs of old 

[The bridge fulls and Iloroaus u alone j 

Alone stood brave Uoratiu-^, 

But constant stdl in iniiul ; 

Thnce thiity thou-aud iovvs before, 

And the bioad flood behind. 

‘Dowii with him !’ ciieil taUe Sextiia, 
With a smile on his pale nice. 

‘ Now yield thee,’ cried Laro Porisena, 

‘ Now yiehl thee to our grace ’ 

Bound tiUTicd he, as not deigning 
Those ciavcn lanks to see , 

Nought spake he to Lars P«»r»ena, 

To Sextus nought spake he ; 

But he saw* on Palatiuus 

The white poicli of his home ; 

And he spake to tlio noble ii\oi 
That lolls by the towel’s, of Boiiie. 
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'Oh, Tiber, Fftthcr Tiber { 
n hoin the Hoin/ins pray ; 

A Itunian's life, a Roman & aims 
Take thou m chaigo tlus> day !’ 

So lie spake, and bpcaking ‘jlicathcd 
The good swoul by Iiis side, 

Ami with his harness on his back. 
Plunged headlong in the tide. 

No sound 01 joy oi soitow 
Wjis licaid liom either bank , 

But iiicnds and foes in dumb suipiisc, 
With puted lips and stiaining eyes, 
Stood ga/ing where he sank , 

And when above the suiges 
They saw his ciest appear, 

All Romo scut forth a laptiuoiis ciy, 
And even the laulcs of Tuscany 
Could scarce foibcai to chcei 

[How Zloiatius was Itcwanlcd ] 

They ga\c him of the cora-Iaiid, 

That A\as of public light, 

As niucli as two stiong o\en 
Could plough fioin mom till night 
z\nd they made a molten image, 

And fact It up on liigh, 

And thcic it stands unto this day 
To witness if I he 

It stands in the Comitium 
Plain foi all folk to see , 

Iloiatius 111 his harness, 

Halting upon one knee ; 

And undeiueatli is Miitten, 

In lottoi-s all of gold. 

How valiantly he kept the budge 
In the biavc days of old. 
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And itill lii« name ^oiiinh »linjn^ 

Unto the nien of Koine, 

A'» the tininpot'hlanl that trn.'v to lh'‘ia 
To ch.nge the Volncmii liome . 

And u ivcs htill inay to Juno 
For hoys with heait-t a** ladd 
As hi*> who kejit the hridye v) well 
In the hiave dajs of old 

Aiwl m the nights of wmtci, 

AVhen the cold north wind-^ hli>w, 

And the long howling of the woh«.s 
!•> heard amidst the •>now , 

KMicn lound the lonelv cottage 
Koai-j loud the tempt -.I's din, 

And the good logs of Algidus 
Koni louder yet within , 

^\nien the oldest i.islc is ojunitd, 

And the hugest lump is lit , 

Wlien the ehestinils glow in the emheri, 
And the kid nuns «in the spit , 

When young and old m tirtle 
Aiouud the itiebiauds close, 

When the girls aic w’caMiig h.ishvts, 
And the hids me shaping how* ; 

Wlicn tlic good man mends his armom, 
And tiiins his helmet’s plume , 

When the good w lie’s shuttle mend) 
Goes flashing thiough the loom ; 
Witli w'ceping and w'ltli laughtti 
Still IS the stoiy told, 

How well Iloiatuis kept the biidge 
In the hiave da)s of old. 
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LXVI 

BIRDS PAIRIN& IN SPRING 

BT THOaSOir 

To the deep woocb 

They haste away, all as then fancy leads, 

Pleasme, or food, or secret safety, prompts , 

That nature’s great command may he obeyed 
Nor all the srveet serrsatrons they percerve 
Indulged rn varn. Some to the holly hedge 
Nestrng reparr, and to the thicket some , 

Some to the rude protectron of the thorn 
Cornmrt therr feeble offsprmg , the cleft tree 
Offers rts krnd concealment to a few, 

Therr food rts insects, and rts moss their nests 
Others apar*t, f{ir rn the grassy dale 
Or roughenrng waste therr humble texture weave 
But most in woodland solitudes delight. 

In unfrequented glooms or shaggy banks, 

I Steep, and divided by a babbling brook, 

"Viniose murmurs soothe them all the live-long day, 
When by kind duty fixed Among the roots 
Of hazel pendent o’er the plaintive stream, 

They frame the first foundation of then domes. 

Dry sprigs of trees, in artful fabric lard, 

And bound with clay together Now 'tis nought 
But restless hurry through the busy an. 

Beat by unnumbered ivmgs Tlie swallow sweeps 
The slimy pool, to build his hanging liousc 
Intent and often from the careless back 
Of herds and fiock, a thousand tugging bills 
Steal Iran and wool , and oft, ivhen unobscived. 
Pluck from the bam a straw , till soft and warm, 
Glean and complete, then habitation grows 
As thus the patient dam assiduous sits. 

Not to be tempted from her tender task 



Oi* by hliarp or by vinootb fltlj^jbt, 

Though the whole lofneuc<l H|jiing erounrl hti I lov. 

Her .symprttliising lover takes hi-* itaiitl 

High oil the opponent bank, ami ti aa'h'i* slug-’ 

The tedious time away; or cl->e wipplits 
Her place a inoinent, while she smfden Hit i 
To pick the scanty meal. The appibited lime 
With pious toil luifilled, the callow voring, 
Wuimedaml exjumltd iutopeu\t.t life, 

Then biittle bondage bioak, undcome to light , 

A helpless fainilj ! tleiiiaiuluig food 
With constant clamour. 0 what p.L-v^ioti-. th«.iit 
melting ficnliiuonts oi kindly ear**, 

On the new parent ■» seize I away they tly 

Affectionate, and unde^uitig, bear 

The most delicious moinol to their youngi 

Which equally diatiibutcd, again 

The scorch begins Even so a gentle pair, 

By iortuno sunk, but loimed oi g* nerou-* mould, 

And charmed with caies bevond the vulgar breast 
In some lone cot amid the distant wood-, 

Sustained alone bj Provuleniiul heaven. 

Oft as they weeping eve ihcir infant train, 

Check then own appetites, and give tltem all. 

Noi toil alone thev scorn , e\aUing love, 

By tho gieat Fathei of the spring uuspire*!, 

Gives instant couiago to the icuriul rate, 

And to the simple art. With stcidthy w iug, 

Should some rude loot then vioody haiinis mulcat, 
Amid the noighbouung bush they aileiit drop, 

And w'hiiiing thence, as it alarmed, deceive 
The unfeeling schoolboy Henco aiound the head 
Ofwandeiing swam the vvlute-viinged jAcvcr wheels 
Hei sounding flight, and then duectlyon, 

In long excursion, slams the level lawn 

To tempt him fiom hei nest. The wild-dnck hence 
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O’er the loiigli moss, anti o’ei the tiacHess waste 
The heatli-hen flutteis pious fiaud I to lead 
The hot piusmng spamel fai astxay. 


Lxvn, 

TUUE AND FALSE WISDOM. 

BY BOBEBT POBBOK 

Robert Pobbok was tlio AnfcLor of a poem, entitled * The Oomse of 
Tme’ and published m tho year 1827 He was bom m Scotland in 1799, 
and, having studied in tho Hniveisily of Glasgow, devoted himself to 
tho nimistiy of tho gospel But the yeai in which he entered upon it, 
aud in whioh ho published tho poem, was the year of his death ‘ The 
Course of Time’ is a religious poem in ten books, desoiiptive of the spi- 
1 itual life and dcsUuics of man It consaius passages of splendid imageiy 
and pon eilully-drawn desciiptiona of pai tioular chaiacteis among men 
In some paits, howovoi, it is heavy and weaiisome to lead It is a fa- 
vouuto poem with many readers and has gone through eighteen editions. 
A few oxtiaots horn the poem have been made in this woik. 

Onjs cause of folly, one especial cause, 

Was this Few knew what ivisdom was, though well 
Defined in God’s oivn woids, and punted laige 
On heaven and eaitli in chaiacteis of light, 

And sounded in the ear by eveiy wind. 

Wisdom IS humble, said the voice of God 
’Tis pioud, tho woild replied Wisdom, said God, 
Foigives, foibeais and suffeis, uQt foi feai 
Of man, but God, Wisdom levenges, said 
The woild, is quick and deadly of lesentment, 

Thrusts at the veiy shadow of affiont, 

And hastes by death to wipe its honoiii clean. 

Wisdom, said God, loves enemies, entieats. 

Solicits, begs foi peace Wisdom, leplied 
The woild, hates enemies, mU not ask peace, 

Conditions spurns, and tiiumphs in then fall. 

Wisdom mistiusts itself and leans on heaven, 

Saul God It trusts and leans upon itself, 

The world leplied. Wisdom letiies, said God, 

p 



Ami coiuUi it biftvfiiy to 1 xm» 

Ami hlmum, and lo\\ly pf»\fity ni.rjglit • 

And wocj)i until all ulio liivt* jii^t <.»*!<»: (o A'* j> 
Wwlom, iiipliod thn u’nrld, ‘•trutt loilh to 
Tioad^ the* hioad ol li/y v.Uh clamorotij i** i, 
Attiaets all [nui'jt**., ujiuU-» it Ina.* ly 
Alone to uic'ld the ‘»uoi/|, and rH-rh »>» d* uh 
And novel uot|)-» hut lor U-» ouu di-^'r.si • 

Wisdom, said God, is hi^hf’t uh«n it 
Xioufst befoio tim Holy Tliroia*, thr«»a * 

It-* cioun, aha''od , lor^^ets it— a'inan 

And Inoathos adoiini? laatio Thorv aj d-aa , 

Indeed, the world npln-d — Tln-i*: ito ») h. at-. 

It must, but stoop-> with iliifuiti , md thin.. 

And meditates tlie while of inward worth 
Tluis did Almighty God, ,uid ihn> ih* r!<i 
Wisdom ilellne and mo-^t thy world •! 

And boldly tailed the truth ol Go 1 a li>* 

Hence, he that to the worldlj wmiom -I' u I 
Ills thaiaclei, heeame the la^uitiile 
Ol men, was honomahle teinu'I, ,i nom 
Ol spuit, noble, glorums, hiil> soiil ’ 

Ami as he ciOsi>ed the eaith lu th i-e •>! ibvan*-. 
lloeeued piodigiou-> &hout-> oi waim apula.i'** 

Hence, who to godly wisdom frame! hi- hji 
Was counted mean, and apimk-- .iu<l vib* , 

And as he walked ob^tnadv m tin* |iith 

Wluth led tohea\eu, looU liK-ed v.ith '•rjuit t..; 41 

And pomed contempt upon hm lioK he id, 

And pomed contempt on all who prai-cl hia name 
But talsc as this account oi wisvlom was, 

The world’s I mean, it was at beat the creed 
Ol sobei, gia\e and philosophic men , 

With much leseaich and cogitation named 
Ol men ivho with the vulgar scorned to sit. 

The populai belief seemed lathei worse 
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When hoajtl replying to the voice of tiutli. 

Tlic uiso man, .said the Bible, walkb with God; 
Suncys, tar on, the endle-,!, Imo of life , 

Values his houl, thinks o£ eternity, 

Both woilds conbidoia and piovidcs foi both 
With reobon’s o hia jiassions gunids , abstains 
h'jom o\il ; lives on hope,— on hope, the fuiit 
Of kuth , looks upwaid, pnii/ics his soul, 

Evpnnds his wings and mounts into the sicy . 

Pa-'sCs the huii, ami gains, liis Pathei’s house, 

And drinks with angels fiom the fount of bliss. 

The mnltitiulos idoud leplicd, — replied 
Bi practice, foi they weio not bookish men. 

Nor apt to foim then pimciplcs m woids, — 

'Che wise man, first of all, eiadioates. 

As much as jiossiblc fioni out his mind, 

All thought of death, God and eteimty , 

Admnes the woild, and thinks oi tune alone 
Aioids tho Bible, all repioof avoids , 

Eotks conscience, if ho can, asleep , ]3uts out 
The eye of lleason ; pmons, tortuies, binds, 

And makes hei thus, by violence and foice. 

Give wicked evidence against heiself , 

Lets passion loose, the bubstanco leaves, puisnes 
The sh idow vehemently, but nc’ei o’ertakes , 

Puts by tho cup of holiness and joy 
And (Irinkb, — caiouses deeply, iii the bowl 
Ot'dcath , grovels in dust, pollutes, destroys 
Ills soul is luiseiahlo to acquuo 
More mibcry , deceives to bo deceived , 

Stiives, labouis to the last, to shun tho tiuth ; 

Stiivcs, labouis to the last, to damn himself , 

Turns desperate, shudders, gioans, blasphemes and dies. 
And sinks — wheie could he else ? — to endless woe 
And dunks the wine of God’s eternal wiath 
Tho learned thus, and thus tho unleained woild 
j? 2 
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Wi- 5 (lom flffiiicd. In houii»1 thfy »li i.is,'rv‘ i ; 
In Mib'itnnco, m ellcLt, m tml, tin* ‘-.nnv , 
And equally to God and truth i)j>i>o < d — 
Oppo-jcd jw dsukuc‘5‘> to the light of 


Lxvin 

TUG I{AVi:.V 
ur w 10/ 

Tho rollo\%j»s rUe^orir it jvJiiimiiUu* ..014 or » tv,^ At < 

It IS uininunily tli ■tiin'tii iht il for thi* t lu i, f t . i , l . . 

tlio reni.uktiblo m wluth thf' ‘siniiit H t . i.! > {>t , , t' » • 

iiiouts It 13 a liny Miwcimi.u .iLu uf ti, t Tu <',»<•:,* i < t<- r j .> ;-.r. 

Oacju upon a midnight ditoirj, wluL I pondm**, ! 

weaiy, 

0\ci nittuy a quaint and emwus volume oi lor^ott* n liij", 

Wliilo I nodded, ncarl} napping, snd»lcnl> ih.rc .i 

tapping, 

As of some one gently rapping, rapphig at nu eh ual r 
dooi 

“’Tisbomo visilci," I uuUtercd, ••lapping it rn/ vh.ml-.r 
dooi — 

Onh till-., ami nothing uioio.’' 

aih, distinctly I lemcinbei it was m the bkak I>cctmbi.r, 

And each bcpniate djing umbel wrought lu ghoit npo»i the 
ilooi, 

Eageily I wislied the monow vaiul) I had nought f> 
boiiow’ 

From my boolo> smeease oi soriow—bonow tor the Io>t 
Lenoie — 

Eoi the laie and ladiant maiden whom the augela name 
Lenoie — 

IsamelcbS heie loi eiermoie. 
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And the silken sad nnceitam instling of each pm pie cmtaui 

Thulled me — ^filled me with fantastic teiiois nevei felt 
hefoie , 

So that now, to still the heating of my heait, I stood 
lepeatiiig, 

“'Tis some visiter entieating entiance at my chamhei 
dooi — 

Some late visitei entieating entiance at my chamhei dooi , 

This it is, and nothing nioie ” 

Piesently my sonl grew stiongei , hesitating then no longei, 

“ Sii,” said I, “ 01 Madam, truly youi foigiveness I im- 
ploie ; 

But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came 
lapping. 

And so faintly you came tappmg, tapping at my cliamhci 
dooi, 

That I scaice was suie I heaid yoix ” — heie I opened wide 
the dooi , — 

Daikness theie, and notliuig moie. 

Beep into that darkness peering, long I stood there woii- 
deimg, fearing, 

Bouhting, dreaming dreams no mortals ever dared to dieaiu 
hefoie ; 

But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no 
token. 

And the only word there spoken was the whispered word, 

“ Leuoie I” 

This I whispered, and an echo nruimiued hack the noul, 

“ Lenoie I" 

Merely this, and nothing moie 

Back into the chamhei tmiiing, all my soul within me 
huimng. 

Soon again I Iieaicl a tappmg something loudei than hoioie 
p 3 



102 


“Smely,” saul T, “hUioly ihut h -. omotlms' .a »»/ »it. 1 '«m 
luttko , 

Let mchcu, th«n, what thtrcat U, anO U»i» 

ploio — 

Let jny lieait be 'ilill a inoiaeut au<l tht^i tityi>r/ r\- 
plwci*— 

'Ti-» the v.ta'l. ui'l 

Open liexc I Hung the -^hutt'T, uhtn, v.iih insu- a inrt uJ 
fluttui, 

In there btepi^cd a btaUly lla\»'U ei th‘, -utitS) di;-* o; 
yoie. 

Not the least obtt>.niee luadc he; net a nnnul'* * r 

btaj eil he ; 

lint, ^^^th nueu ot loul or I uU , p» trh.-.l .to.c Juj ciunii 'f 
(loot — 

Perched uijon a bust oi Pallas, just alHj.se my 
dooi — 

Perche<l, and -at^ and nothn.^*" u. «re 

Then this ebony bird beguilmif im -ad i «tuy into •.'uihn^', 

By tlie gunc ami stem decwnuu oi the tiaiui. a rit' it .. . 

“ Though th) crest be shorn luid sh istii, tiiyu/' 1 aid ijrt 
Slue no craven, 

Ghastly, gum, and antient K.ueii, uand* nng m.an the 
Nightly bhoie — 

Tell me uliat thy lordly name is ou the Night's PhUounju 
shoicl’^ 

Quoth the Kavtii, •Niviniiore ' 

Much I mat veiled this ungainly mu I to heai disuuurse so 
plainly, 

Tlxough its ansivei little moaning — little leleiamv boie i 

Foi we cannot help agieeing that no liiing human being 

Evei yet was biessed with seeing biul above his chamber 
dooi — 

\ 
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'Bii’d or beast upon the seulptuiecl bust above Ms chamber 
dooi, 

With such name as “ Nevermoie ” 

But the Haven, sitting lonely on that placid bust, spoke only 
That one woid, as if his soul in that one woid he did out- 
poiu. 

Nothing faithei then he utteied , not a feathei then he 
flutteied — ■ 

Till I scaicely moie than muttered, “ Othei friends have 
flown befoie — 

On the inonow Jie ivill leave me, as my hopes have fioivn 
befoie." 

Then the bud said, “ Nevermoie." 

Staitled at the stillness bioken by leply so aptly spoken, 

“ Doubtless," said I, “ what it utteis is its only stock and 
stole, 

Caught horn some unhappy mnstei, whom unmeiciful Disaster 
Followed fast and followed fastei, till Ins songs one buiden 
boie — 

Till the diiges of his Hope that melancholy biuden boie. 

Of ‘ Nevei — neveimoie,' " 

But the Eaven still beguihng all my sad soul into smiling, 
Stiaight I wheeled a cushioned seat in fiont of bud, and 
bust, and dooi , 

Then, upon the velvet sinlong, I betook myself to hnlang 
Fancy unto fancy, thinking, what this ominous bud ol yore— 
What this glim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous bud 
of yoie, 

3Ieant in cioalang, “ Neveimoie." 

This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expiessing 
To the fowl, whose fieiy eyes now binned into my bosoin’i, 
coie, 



Thw autl mojo I htit wu!j loy h« id it « ^ r*< hjuhjj 

Ou tlw cu‘>hion’4 \ civet humy: that die lain{>'l^!j!i 
o’ei, 

But whoio vchot violet Iminij with thw :<h.v 

mg o’ev, 

,%•' ‘>h.ill i>t> ■*’, ah, tv ntv'f* , 

a’hcn, wethought, the aii giuw .Uuvr, j. «uui‘4 fr ruj v-j 
mvii'ca ccu‘'er 

Swung by Scmphiiii who Ki loot-fall i liul-bd *'« ihv t’J.t I 
iloot . 

‘‘ Wictcli,” I oumI," thy (toil hath i‘Ul th'*;— b/ th '* 
angels ho hath sent thto ! 

Bospito — jcspito and nepenthe itom thy nn tti ;r*« t '/S L - 

Quaff, oh, quail thit Ivlud uopcnlh'*, aud to»^*t thii lv»*, 
Leuoio 1” 

Quoth thy llavtu, '* XeVer.iu^i,,” 

“Piophct I" viul T, *• thing oi tvil t— pruplv t itiU, it bivl or 
dovjl!— 

■Whcthei Tempter sent, oi whetlur tvinn -t 1*^ v.d tii^y 
Iicio tuihote, 

Desolate, )et all undaunted, on thii de^-rt laid iiuhmr. d — 

On this home by Iloirui haunted— tell me trulv, 1 wj. 
ploie — 

Is, theie—iA theic halm in Gilead?— tell um— tdl me. I 
imploio !” 

Quoth the B i\en, •• Xevermou.” 

“Piopliett” said I, “thing oi tniP-propha .nil, ti bird 
01 devil 1 

By that Heaven that bends o’ei n^— bj that God we both 
adoie — 

Tell this soul with soirow laden if, wUUui the distant Aidenn, 

It shall elasp a sainted maiden whom the angeU name 
Lenoie — 
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Clasp a laie and vadiaut maidcu wliona tli6 ang^els name 
Lenoie?" 

Quoth the Raven, “ Nevennoxe ’* 

/ 

“ Be that woid oui'aigu of paxting, hud oi fiend 1” I sluiek- 
ed, upstaiting — v 

“ G-et thee hack into the tempest and the Night’s Plutonian 
shoie I 

Leave no hlaok plume as a token of that he thy soul hath 
spoken ! 

Leave my loneliness unbroken I— quit the hast above my 
door I 

Take thy beak fiom out my heart, and take thy foim fioin 
off my dooi I” 

Quoth the Raven, “ Neveimoie.” 

And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting, 

On the palhd bust of Pallas, just above my chamber dooi , 

And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is 
dreaming, 

And the lamp-light o’er him stieaming thiows his shadow 
on the flooi , 

Aivl my soul fiom out that shadow that lies floating on the 
floor 

Shall be lifted— nevermoio I 


LXIX. 

THE ENTRY OP CHRIST INTO JERUSALEM. 

Bv CBonr 

Tub ail is filled with shouts and trumpets souudmg ; 

A host aie at thy gates, Jeiusalem. 

Now is then van the Mount of Olives lounding , 

Above them Judah’s hon-banneis gleam, 



Tuincfl u-iHi tliu niwl olUv*. sisl «t* m. 
No\\' su«>H tluj Hi.iwr ooiuvU of >* .tUfl 
As <Iottn tlio Jull-'^olo {jOuit th** li'JiJij lot , 
And to Uni clondUi'* hun^uii IIo mni'’ 

“ Tho Sou of David tomts f tin* C»^U'{‘n <r»r. tin* Ku 


Tlie omi.i-!-.c<l Honmn In ar-l, ninl <l In * In- *■!* 

Autl iin-hul ui lini> h.Hto It* j^.itnah'l » 

The pontjli iioin liii lMitl«nji*nt IhIji'!'! 

The ho-it, atul knew the lAhnic »** In* { •• *• r ; 

He taw the eluinl ou bton't hatr. 

Still iloun the iiinrhle ry.nl tin* mvfi.i 

Sproiwlnig the wav wUh jjarmenl, la. tn h. nnl :hi .* r. 

Ami ileepoi toiuulH are iniinjlin^ ** Wo. i** Kyj , « I 
Tlie day oi freedom tUwut, ri'C Iir..ol Uom lisv »y*i*n 

Tenipla oi boaulv , loiiif that Uav m done , 

Thy nik is iluti , thy jjoMtii eiurtihim 
In the heico tuuiiiplH oi the im* are lioin-* , 

The hluulet oi iiijet on thv iliar^ tami 

Yet htill a light i> there, though wa\t.rmg ‘hni ! 

Ami has its holy lamp been watcln'd tu v do ' 

Oi lives it not until tlie iiuishetl time, 

When Uo who lixetl, shall breik his people’, uhtin, 

And Siou be the loved, the tr«nvai.d of tlud agun i 

He comes; yet with the huruiiig holt murmod; 

Palo, pme, piophetie, God oi Jlajosty 1 

Though thous.mds, tens of thou., tads, round him sv.,irmod, 

None duist abide the depth divine of eve , 

None diust the waving oi his robe diaw uigh. 

Hut at bis feet was laid tbe Homan's s\\ ord 
Thcie Lazarus knelt to see his King p Us by , 

Theie Jairus, with hw age's eUild, adored 
“ He comes, the Bang ot longs; Hosanna to the Lord •" 
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LXX 

THE COMMON LOT, 

BY 7AB:es 3I0J!TG01tEKY, 

OxoE, in the flight of ages past, 

Theie lived a man . and who was he ? 
Mortal 1 howe’ei thy lot be cast, 

That man lesembled thee. 

Unknown the legion of his birth, 

The land in which he died unknown 
Hia name has penshed from the earth. 
This tnith survives alone ; 

That joy, and giief, and hope, and feai, 
Alternate tiiumphed m his bieast , 

His bliss and wo, a smile, a teai • 
Oblivion hides the lest. 

The bounding pulse, the languid limb, 
The changing spurts’ me and fall , 

We know that these were felt by him, 

Eoi these aie felt by all. 

He suffeied , but his pangs aie o’ei , 
Enjoyed , but his dehghts aie fled , 

Had fiiends , his friends aie now no moie 
And toes, his foes aie dead 

He loved , but whom he loved the giave 
Hath lost in its unconscious womb 
0 ahe was fan 1 but nought could save 
Hei beauty fiom the tomb 

He saw whatevei thou hast seen , 
Encountered all that tioubles thee , 

He was, whatevei thou hast been , 

He IS, uhat thou shalt be. 



Vj^ 

Tlie rolling ‘Iny mnl m 

Sun, tUni ‘ituH, tlto < irtii .ni I in nn, 

liinwhilu hi-* poiinm, lilu mnl li-jlit* 

1’g him f\iht in vain. 

The cloiuK mifl i-nuhtMin-*, cA'r In • *•*.►» 

That onco tlunr sli.uh*-* amt lint 
Ihivti h'lt lU vniuh-r •'ih Ml •’U/ 

No vc-jtigo whfro iliuv il*,’'/. 

The animl'i of tin' hnm.m r n *% 

Thcii ruuH, shu’** lli»' v..»rl«i ln^tn, 

Ol him attoi'l no olhui tr,‘* >s 
Than this, thcio iivvl a iir-n ! 

LXXl. 

THK SAUliVTU 

iir *.j iiu’is“ 

The Ilov Jv’tM Gatntui, tU'* Va'Wm"*/' ' ‘ / ..-if.. ’•* 

in ITGi lit) Hpont m mi jt ir. al hi i * i-h j . > .'i £‘ ?. -i < f : 

l.xii, brtt c\untualli bvi, imu a v!t.».?>nji*» il'ist-*" i ■' s .• r i. .. 
\\0Gts of Suulaud, ol which tomui. h> wt,' i 

ami occuptuii aiiioin; .''coUiih jjt.ct i j.. i i.ar 'm t i' ?"* 

.umnig iho pooU of Ihighmd Ifu b j£ l.nri..« i t> 

iatk' ami ‘ Sdbhalh J^’uR^ ,* m whic'i ) <i .K t ."tn < o , i « 
of Im countri* with gum lifhhii nml ill y » ,fi. i i. V 

hi8 reader!! m tho tonteiujiUnion of the ..ur'.j of tu t vi. 
by whom tlioy weio iiuidiJ 

IIow still the inoimng of tlie hulli>ufi.l thu t 
Mute ih the voiec oi lui.il hvlmur, hiisln 4 
The plough-hoy’a whittle ,iml iho uuHcmaiirs eong 
The SC) the lies ghtteimg ui the ilewv wio uU 
Of tedded glass, mingled with fvdmg lluucrs, 

That )estei-mora hloomcd waving in the hrewv. 

Sounds the most faint attiact the eai , the hum 
Of eaily hee, the tiickling oi the dew, 

The distant bleating midway up the hill. 

Oalmiicss seems tluoiicd on you numoving cloud. 
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To Min who wanders o’er the upland leas, 

The hlackbud’s note comes mellowei fiom the dale, 
And sweeter from the sky the gladsome lark 
Waihles his heaven-tuned song , the lulling hiook 
Muimms moie gently down the deep-sunk glen , 
While fiom yon lowly roof, whose cuiling smoke 
O’eiinounts the mist, is heaid at intervals. 

The voice of psalms, the simple song of piaise 
With dove-like wings peace o’ei yon village bioods . 
The dizzying mill-wheel rests , the anvil’s din 
Hath ceased , all, all aiound is quietness 
- Less feaiful on this day, the limping hare 
Stops, and looks back, and stops, and looks on man, 
Hei deadliest foe. The toil- worn hoise, set fiee, ' 
Uiiheedful of the pastuie, loams at laige , 

And, as his stiff unwieldy bulk he lolls. 

His lion-armed hoofs gleam in the morning lay 
But cluefly man the day of lest enjoys 
Hail, Sabbath ' Thee I hail, the poor man’s day 
On othei days, the man of toil is doomed 
To eat lus joyless bread, lonely, the giound 
Both seat and boaid, screened from the winter’s cold 
And summer’s heat by neighbommg hedge or tree , 
But on this day, embosomed in his home, 

He shares the frugal meal with those he loves , 

With those he loves he shaies the heartfelt joy 
Of giving thanks to Q-od— not thanks of form, 

A void and a grimace, but leveieutly. 

With coveied face and upward earnest eye 
Hail, Sabbath I Thee I hail, the pool man’s day 
The pale mechanic now has leave to breathe 
The morning an pure from the city’s smoke , 

While wandering slowly up the river side, 

He meditates on Him whose power he marks 
In each green tree that proudly spreads the bough. 

As in the tiny dew-bent flowers that bloom 
Q 
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Ajouml ll,e lOvH, nn.{ tthllo 1,,, ti„j. 
o!o%<»tt <1 y,y i«n»l 

IIo hopu', (yut iVni-* in hr,i„.i 

xo loacli thoi« icahiij v.Iicie x , 


LXKIL 


OLD IGK, 

iho iMv l«l.< dial ,,rc l.-u _ 

i mu 1ml,.. . „|,ur Willmm, ],. „|,i , 

jNou tell me the lea-oUj £ ' 

‘ r"'-" i 

/‘«uic‘miKMc.lilmt v.uuU^^uu^! ’ 

AmUtusml not mj l,c.,.Ul. 

iliat I n«\ct unyhi need thLui .a ) i^t ' 

‘ You a.e oM, laih.., U'dln.m/' the , 

And ploaMtie-. «,th unuh |, ..n.,v ’ ’ 

Ami , ut , ou lmm„l „„t <l.« . 1 , „ 

^ow tell me tlie u*aMm, I pr V” 

I icmumWicl tint . , ‘ 

^ ™ ‘1» ,duu.u.r t .lul 

Jlim I no^o, nngh, tor il,.. .■ 

“ Yon me old, father Will,.,,,, ” ti,,. , 

“ Ami l,iu mud be l,.m(u„„;g ^'“-1. 

^ 0 X 1 aie cheeiuil, and loxe to comer ’ 

Nmv lull mo tl,o ioa,ou. ri„.„ 

“ I nm cheoiful, yonn^ iiwn » r -.r. 
iu tho (lays of xuv t ^ o > 



171 


Lxxni 

THE PURSUIT AFTER HAPPINESS. 

BY POBLOk. 

3Ivxlr'tlfo loadis they took, tlie plans tliey tuecl 
And awful olt tlie wickedness they wionght 
To be obacivcd, some scianibled up to tluones, 

And sat in vcstuio dripping wet uitli goie 

The waiiioi di^iped his swoid in blood, and wiote 

Ills name on lauds and cities desolate 

The rich bought fields, and houses built, and laised 

The nioimniental piles up to the clouds. 

And called them by then names aud, stiange to tell I 
Eathei than bo unknowTi, and pass away 
Obscuiely to the giave, some, small of soul, 

Tluit else had perished unobserved, acqmied 
Coiisidorablo renown by oatlis profane , 

By jesting boldly r\ith all sacred things , 

And uttciiiig fearlessly whate’ei occuiied, 

’^IVild, blasphemous, peiditionable thoughts, 

That Satan in them moved , by wiser men 
Suppressed, and quicldy banished from the mind. 

M.rny the roads they took, the plans they tried. 

But all in vain Wlio grasped at earthly fame, 

Giaspcd wind , nay woi&e, a ser’pent grasped, that through 
His hand slid suiootlrly, and was gone , but left 
A sting behind, which rvi ought him endless pam. 

For oft her voice was old Abaddon’s lure, 

By which he charmed the foolish soul to death. 

So happiness was sought in pleasure, gold, 

Reuou n, by many sought But should I sing 
Ol all the trifling race, my time, thy faith 
Would fail , of things erectly organised. 

And having lational, articulate voice. 

And claiming outward brotherhood uuth man , ^ 

Of him that laboured soiely, in his sweat ' • 
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Smoking afar, then to tlio 

Dcliiwiatcly U'lolvmg to by imul ; 

Ot lnm who taught ilu* j tvyiiou-* bir*l to tiv 
ThU^\ayol that, tlwr«b> supromUy bb-i; 

0 i lodc m fury With the houHug 
AUiouting much thy nobi« animal, 
llo hpimoil into such coin|».Hiy , of him 
Who <loun into the hon«*lrt oi th*; yarth 
Dy»cendyd dcyply, to bung ui» the vvr«t!: 

Of somo old eailhyii waic, uhn )i having <l 
With yveiy proper (..we, he home rtlnnv'd 
O’er niauv a boa and many a hMgny (.*1 1 md, 
Tunmpliantly to t.how thy nwr'.»‘Hon« pii/' ; 

And him that ve\ed hn hi tin, and tlKorn.-* bmk 
Oi goiianier upon the britth* umd*’, 

Peiplcxed c.vceediuglj whv <nhetl» nau'd 
Upon the mountain top-., hut wunii'.imi' n 
Wliy hliellb woiu luuinl at all, mure uoiidigu-t ildl ' 
Oi him who btrange enjoy iin nt in t,d< » 

Ui iany folk, aud slecplc-j gho't-^, .md -.oun'U 
Uneaithly, nhibpering m the cir oi night 
■Disastious things; and him who *.1111 forciMld 
Calamity which never tame, and livtd 
In ten 01 all hi*. day-» 01 yoiiKt> rmle, 

That should uunnmneily aud lawb,*'-. drive 
Athwait tho path 01 eaith, and hum m.mkmd 
As if the appointed hour 01 doom, l»y Ood 
Appointed, eie its time bhould come ; ai u 
Too small tho immbci of bub-.taatial ilk, 

And leal fcaib to vex tho boiib oi men 
These, had they not possessed iminoital sOuIs, 

And been accountable, might have been put 
With laughtei, aud ioigot , hut as it was, 

And IS, thou folly aslis a seiious tear. 

Keen was the seaich, aud vauoiis, and wide, 

Foi happiness. Take one example luoie, 
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So stiange, that common fools, looked on amazed ; 
And wise and sohei men togetliei diew, 

And tiemLling stood , and angels in the heavens 
G-iew pale, and talked of vengeance as at hand . 

The sceptic’s loute, the unbelievei’s, nho. 

Despising leason, levelation, Grod, 

And kiclang ’gainst the pucks of conscience, nidied 
Deliiiously upon the hossy shield 
Of the Omnipotent , and in lus heait 
Piuposed to deify the idol chance ; 

And labonied haid, oh f laboui woise than nought ! 
And toiled with daik andciookcd reasoning, 

To make the fan and lovely eaith which dwelt 
In sight of Heaven, a cold and fatheilcss, 

Foisaken thing, that ivandeied on, foiloin, 
Undestined, uncompassioned, unupheld , 

A vapoui eddying m the whiil of chance. 

And soon to vanish eveilastingly 
He tiavailed soiely, and made many a tack, 

His sails oft slufting, to ainve, diead thought ! 
Aiiive at utter nothingness ; and have 
Being no moie, no feeling, memory. 

No lingeiing consciousness that e’er he was 
G-uilt’s midnight wish i last, most abhoiied thought ! 
Most despeiate effoit of extiemcjt sin ! 

Otheis, pre-oocupied, ne’ei saw tiue hope , 

He, seeing, aimed to stab liei to the hcait, 

And Avith infernal cheniistiy to wring 

The last sweet drop fiom soriow’s cup of gall , 

To quench the only lay that cheered the cai th, 

And leave mankind in night mIucIi had no st.ii. 
Othei-s the sti earns of pleasiue tioubled, he 
Toiled much to dry hei veiy fountain head. 
Unpaidonable man ! sold undei siii 1 
He was the devil’s pioncei who cut 
The fences down of virtue, sapped hei Mali's, 
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Aiiil ojjwl ft siiiouth « ft"*' Wiiy t'» ‘ItftUt. 
Tiftitoi to «H c\i4icjf •*, to uU hU> 1 
Soul-hUU'i(l« ! lot* of 

lutmoluil jnurtlcici* oi Ooil, nivti ! 

Stuiiige lo.ul, hlrauno! to < ‘'k lof i» 
IlcU's aro lull ft («>-» »«• >> 

Too umoU'.ly imaia* tuul 
To i.igo unboiuul ’luon^ ovil ttisnn*'^ 
FoitiK* tttw cjuth jn in my I* t 

III iool'j, who mercy both ami jn»lj;tn»jil - orn 
Scoiued lo\c, cxpciunco n ouie'I, fvii'l onv,.,r»i ; 
To iwnt actum, all rei'r> •*}, 

Ami rtll uiitimtum, to the wituU; md mnuh 
Oi both they h.ul, ami uuieli lU »i»iie'l «n l«‘'th. 


LXXIV. 

ODE TO THE PAH:>IOXrf. 

)jv eortiNi. 

WiirN JIusie*, hoiionly uwM, n.u V'^imy, 
'tVhilo jot ill call) Giccee sjho 
The P.iasioiih oit, to he ir he‘r shell, 
Thiougod uioiiiul lier tivigic eell, 
Exulting, tieiubliug, raging, i iiunng, 
Posscbt bcjoiiel the Miistt'-j punting; 

By turns the) toll tho glutting miml 
Distmbeil, ilclighleil, laisoil, reimcil. 

Till once, ’lib saul, tthon all weic* Jirctl, 
Filled with fmy, lapt, lUbpiicd, 

Fiom tho suppoitiiig injitlcs round 
They bnatehed liei iubtuiiueiitb oi bound, 
And as they oit had hcaid up.irt 
Siveet lessons ot hoi loieeuil ait, 

Each, foi madness luled tho lioiii, 

"Would piqvc hib ott'u cxpiesave pouer. 
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Fir'-t Fc.ir lu-j hand, its skill to tiy, 

Aniiil llic ch(n<ts hoiMldcicd laid j 
And h.iolc it'coilt'd, ho knew not why, 

K’on at the sound hiin^clf had innde. 

AV\t Aui^ci lushed, his eyes on file, ^ 

In h,'htmui^s owned I im seciet stingi » > 5 
fn «>ne rurle cl i^h ho stiuck thelyie, 

And -.wept with hmiiod hand thcfatiiugg. 

With woeful measures wan Despair 
Ltiw suileii sounds Ins giici beguiled; 

A solemn, sliange, and iniiigled air; 

'Twa!> s,id by lits, by staiti* 'tw'su> wild. 
lJut thou, oh Hope 1 with e}es so fan, 

Wji'it was thy delighted measiiio? 

Still it wliispeied pioinised plc.isme, 

.Viirl bade tlie loiel) seeiies at distauee, hail I 
Still would her touch the stiam piolong, 

And irom the roelv-s, the woods, tlie vales, 

She called on Kclio still thiough all the song , 

And wheie her sweetest theme she chose, 

A soit lospoiisive voice was heaul at eveiy close , 

And Hope euchauted smiled, and waved liei golden hair. 

\nd longei had she sung, but with a frown 
llevoiige impatient lose ; 

lie thiew his blood-staiucd swoiditt thuudei down. 

And, with a witlieiing look, 

Tile wai-deiionneuig tiiunpet took, 

And blew a blast so loud and diead, 

Weie iie’ei piophetie sounds so full of woe. 

Ami over and anon he beat 

The doubling dinm with finioiis heat; 

And ihougli sometimes, each dicary pause between, 

Dejected Pity at his side 
llei soul-subduing voice applied, 

Vet still ho kept Ins wild uiialteicd mien, [licad. 

While each stiained ball of sight seemed bmsting from his 
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To some unwearied minstiel dancing • 

Wlule, as lus flying fiugeis Inssed the strings, 
Love flamed ivith Mirth a'gay fantastic lound, 
Loose weie hei tiesses seen, hei zone unbound 
And he, amidst his fiolic play. 

As if he would the charming an lepay, 

Shoolc thousand odonis horn his dewy wings. 


LXT. 

THE HER3HT. 

BV VKUSTSX.X, 

The following poem ‘ Tha is the prodnction of Thomas 

P\It^EU, 'nho lived in the mga of Qaeen Anne He was boiu m 
1679 and died in 1718 He was an accomplished scholar, but is little 
knoun in the picsent day His poem is a general favourite horn the 
intcicst of its theme, and the smoothness of its versification. 

Fau in a wild, unloiown to public view, 

Fiom youth to age, a leveiend hermit giew ; 

The moss lus bed, the cave his humble cell. 

His food the fraits, his dnnk the ciystal well 
Remote fiom men, with Hod he passed his days. 

Player all his business, aU his pleasuie piaise 
A life so sacred, such serene lepose. 

Seemed heaven itself, till one suggestion lose , 

That vice should triumph, viitue vice obey. 

This sprung some doubt of Piovidence’s sway 
His hopes no moio a certain prospect boast, 

And all the tenoui of his soul is lost 

So, when a smooth expanse receives impressed 

Calm natuie’s image on its watery bieast, 

Doum bend the banics, the tiees depending grow. 

And slues beneath wth answenng coloius glow 
But, if a stone the gentle sea divide. 

Swift mffhng cucles ciul on every side. 

And glinmiering fiagments of a broken sun, 

Panics, tiees, and slues, in thick ihsordei nin. 



17 -^ 


To cltMi till . t » K« !l}-‘ V.. rl 1 ?v ‘ 'I.i, 

To {iiul It b*»OK-<, «*r 1*0 ol it n ,fsv, 

(For}<‘l 1»\ tViMint iil'Oi'' til'* h* L>s‘ ‘ . 

Who'^o ii."t v.fut<l»‘uu'ji: «**'r th • j»: ;>Jth '*,) 

He quit'* hi. tell ; th- i»il4.im .t ,» h • s «.** 

Anti hv«tl th« -»t..tlloi» nt h» » hat <• f* ; 

Thou with tho ''UU ,t v '»• M. 

Sothuti to ihml;^ au«l v. it« hi.» ' » i* a * ** at 
Tho luofu v..ii \.,t l< 'I ill Uk j .*i»h ‘ . I, 

Ami loii'^iiml lorn n S' th>* ai! 1 to i- j 
13ut \\h<‘u Iht* vuulfru ''tui h>'l '* i th* <1 *, 

A youth enno iio.tjiu; » ‘ .• on*,' i* > 
lli-i laiimnit tk»cict, hi** C'im|»L*'-i*'U lui', 

Ami soft III jji.uv'Uil »nij^rl'‘{'{ v. i,.»l hi* h ar 
Thou, no.u 'iiiinoi' iiiii “ I*uh< r, h »:! I” h* i .* >1, 
And •' ILill, uiy vm • ’ ih« i. vei* n i uu ,< * U"i ; 
"Woul-. lollouod Wonh, irom qii* ttiuii r fi *..* 1, 
Ami lallj, 01 tauami Kiml, thuiv**! th • f •’d , 

TiilGm.h ttith otlmr [jlvi-td, am! h*ih t‘» [ >;{ 

"lYlulo m thou ajjo ih'.\ dtiKi, ]'>m lu l;* itt. 

Thus stamk an .i^o%l olm m h, Ih.uj*.!, 

Thn-> joiUhiul n \ tl i-'ps uu tlm aiound. 

Non auuk tho sun , tho t h ini' hoar os •! i\ 

Came omSiUtl, uuiutlod uAi null vd or ly • 

Natmo in hilem-o hid tho noihl itjn)-* , 

IVlion near tho load a sfittly jiihuo r*'' 0 . 

Theie, by the moon, thiouich i.uih-> oi t'o*.-. thv) j*'"-, 
Wliosc \eiduio Clou noil their '■hqun^ sido i.ith 
It chanced the noble imistor ut tho iluuio 
Still made his house the waudeiiuif ‘.tranj^or's home • 
Yet still the Iciiulncss, Horn a thiist oi jiiaiiOj 
Pioved the vain flourish of expensise ease. 

Tho pan aiiivc tho livened seivauts w.iit ; 

Then loidiecencs them ut tho pompous gate; 

The table groans with costly piles oi food, 

And all is moio than hospitably good. 
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Then led to lest, tlio day’s long toil tliey diowii, 

Deep sunk in sleep, and silk, and lieaps of down 
At length ’tis mom, and at the daivn of day, 

Along the wide canals the zeph3as play 
Flesh o’ei the gay paitenes the bieezes cieep, 

And shake the neighbouiing wood to banish sleep 
Up use the guests, obechent to the call 
An eaily banq^uet decked the splendid hall , 

Rich luscious lYine a golden goblet graced. 

Winch the laud mastoi foiced the guests to taste 
Then, pleased and thankfiil, fiom the poich they go 
And, but the landloid, none had cause of woe , 

His cup was vamshed , foi in seciet guise. 

The youngei guest pmloined the glitteimg piize 
As one who spies a seipent in his way, 

Grlisteuing and basking m the summei lay, 

Disoideied stops to shun the dangei near. 

Then walks with faintness on, and looks with feai , 

So seemed the sue, when, fax upon the road. 

The shining spoil his wily paitnei showed 
He stopped ivith silence, walked with tiembhng heait. 
And much he wished, but duist not ask to pait 
Muiniuiing he lifts his eyes, and thmks it haid 
That geueious actions meet a base rewaid 
Wlnle thus they pass, the sun his gloiy shrouds. 

The changing skies hang out then sable clouds , 

A sound 111 air piesaged appi caching lain. 

And beasts to coveit scud across the plain 
Warned by the signs, the wandeiing pair letieat. 

To seek foi sheltei at a neighboming seat 
’Twas built with tuiiets, on a using giound. 

And stiong, and laige, and ummpioved around , 

Its ownci’s tempei, timoious and seveie. 

Unkind and giiping, caused a desert theie. 

As neai-the misei’s heavy dooi they diew, 

Ficice using gusts inth sudden fuiy blew , 
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The nimhlu mi :•*! •«ith 

And o’ei their h',wl. l«jud fdlin;,' the. s 
Hero loni^ the) hiwvK, het ku'e, h of e.H 
Hiivtn h) ill" uiud, {iml lull*. "I h> tti* 
At lem*:t!i wmo pity w»if«i"l tho n. f • 
( Tivsi*. then lui lhr< ••hf/hl tir t Tf • s.td i 
Slow cicjikinff turn* tin- do *r *«‘Uh y d 
Ami hah he i.tlcoin* • in lh» dii.i..* ' t 
One hti^al Uii^aol hi*ht » “d. .H , 
And Uitnre’ii Kr\oui thr-ni^h th w h 'A 
lilCMil Ol the lifltu *'* 


» « • 
* 4 

i.i • 

f- ^ * 





‘k. 



I 


(Each hnidl) jji.uil'd) '<r»4d tlern 's.^tn E »'..:*■• 
And \\htn the t» m|H <1 Ur-.i anj. azt I to v ► 

A le'idy w.irnuuj bid th m juit in j< •*' 

AVith ‘ttill remark the ndt rss *; mrinst. ' 
In one to lieh, a hie s.i |»our and tu I ; 

And nhy •jhouM ‘mu h, ujlliia him < h h ‘ rn h 
Lock the it) it ne.dtli .i thvu 'ud v. t'jt ! uA i 
But nh.it new m irk-, ot wmuh r -.oou t d." t i . 
In e\ciy 'icltliny; iVuure oi hi> u.-.., 

AVhen, hum hin %e>t, the )oun 4 a 

That cup the jjeueruui hmdlurd vVitu 1 1 
Ami paid piouivelj uitU the pi.'nm.-, lunl, 

The stinted kindness oi ihi-. thiirlidi -.ml ! 

But now the clouds m am imnult iL : 

• m • 

The suu omerginij opcs uu a/urv ik) , 

A iioshergieen the siacdltng k.i\i,s tli^pl ly, 
aiud, "htteiingas ihej iiemble, the«.i the i{a> 

The weathei couits them iiom their pour rcir«,al, 
And the glad maatei boUa the wear) gate. 

■\Vlule hence they walk, the pilgnmS buMon wro.' 
With all the tia\ail oi imccit.un thought , 

His paitnei’s acts without theii cause ipptar; 
’Tw'as thoie a vice , nud seemed a uiadiicss heie 
Detesting that, and pitying this, he goes, 

Lost and confounded with the various sliows. 
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Now night’s dim shades again involve the skyj 
Again the wandeiers want a place to lie 
Again they search, and find a lodging nigh. 

The soil improved around, the mansion neat. 

And neither pooxly low, noi idly gieat. 

It seemed to speak its master’s turn of mmd, 
Content and, not for praise hut vii-tue, Imid 
Hithex the walkers turn ivith weary feet, 

Then^ bless the mansion, and the master gieet. 
Theix greeting fair, bestowed with modest guise, 
The courteous master heais, and thus replies 
“ Without a vain, without a grudging heart, 

To him Avho gives us all, I yield a part , 

From him you come, foi him accept it here, 

A frank and sober, more than costly cheer ” 

He spoke, and bid the welcome table spread. 

Then talked of virtue till the time of bed , 

When thegiave household round his hall lepau*, 
Warned by a bell, and close the horns with piayei. 
At length the world, renewed by calm repose, 

Was strong, for toil , the dappled mom arose. 
Before the pilgrims part, the younger crept 
Near the closed cradle, wheie an infant slept, 

Anii ^vnthed his neck the landlord’s httle pride, 

0 strange return ! grew black, and gasped, and died. 
Honor of horrors ! ivhat I his only son I 
How looked our hermit when the fact was done ! 
Not hell, though hell’s black jaws m sunder part, 
AtiiI breathe blue fire, could more assault his heart. 
Confused and struck ivith silence at the deed, 

He flies ; but trembling, fails to fly with speed. 

His steps the youth pursues , the country lay 
Perplexed wit^i roads , a servant showed the way ; 

A nvei crossed the path , the passage o’er 
Was nice to find , the servant trod before , 

R 
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Ami lua calm I„^ u-itli,,.*, 
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Then know the tmti, of I ' 
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’Tis thus, withdrawn in state from human eyfr, 

The Power exerts lus attributes on hisch • 
lour actions uses, nor contiols your will ; 

And bids the doubting sons of men be still 
'What stiange events can strike with moie sui'pnse, 
Than those which lately struck thy wondenng eyes? 
Yet, taught by these, confess the iJmighty just , 
And, ivheie you can’t unriddle, learn to trust 

“ The great vain man, who faied on costly food, 
Whose life was too luxunous to be good , 

Who made his ivoiy-stands with goblets shine, 

And forced his guests to morning draughts of wine , 
Has, "With the cup, the graceless custom lost, 

And still he welcomes, but with less of cost 
The mean suspicious wietch, whose bolted door 
Ne’er moved in pity to the wandering pooi, 

With him I left the cup, to teach his mind 
That Heaven can bless, if mortals will be kind. 
Conscious of wanting worth, he views the bowl. 

And feels compassion touch his grateful soul 
Thus artists melt the sullen ore of lead. 

With heaping coals of fire upon its head 
In the kmd warmth the metal learns to glow. 

And, loose horn dioss, the silver runs below 

“ Long had our pious friend in virtue tiod , 

But now the cMld half weaned his heart from Cod 
Child of his age, foi him he lived in pain. 

And measmed back his steps to eaith again. 

To what excesses had his dotage run I 
But G-od, to save the father, took the son. 

To all but thee in fits he seemed to go ; 

And ’twas my mmistiy to deal the blow 
The poor fond parent, humbled m the dust. 

Now oivns in tears the punishment was just. 

But how had all his fortunes felt a rack, 

Had that false servant sped in safety back 1 
s 2 
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TIIK VKTEHAX TAlt 

at V. SUM .. 

'Momutus tnsu'til'ihuMUoUih "v »r »- si 

httrutusu of Ujo pix icsit Jay* Hu i I I.", i w’l-.l 'i 
uuiiU \uUiiisc 

A MvstiM.i'., whom latu cf>jsjj,i.Unf 
To malw hit houiu utlKnu. 

Lived lu \on cotiag*' on the mutiut, 

With ivy mantled uVr, 

Becrtuto lie could not hruaihu Icjoud 
Thu bouiul ot oceau'-» war 

lie placed you vane npou the wot, 

To mark how btuod the wind . 

Poi bieathlest dii}** «nd biee/.\ dav-i 
Biouglit hack old times, to mind, 

Wlieu locked luiml the 'throiids*, or ou 
Tho suuwy deck leclmed. 

And in lus spot of gaidcn ground, 

All ocean plants \ma met, 



186 


Salt lavender, that lacks perfome, * 

“With scented nugnonette ; 

And, blending with the roses’ bloom. 
Sea-thistle freaked with jet. 

Models of cannoned diips of war, 

Bigged out in gallant style ; 

Pictures of Oamperdown’s red dght, 

And Nelson at the Nile, 

Weie round his cabin hung, his hours, 
When lonely, to beguile. 

And there were charts and soundings, made 
By Anson, Cook, and Bligh ; 

Praetures of coral from Ihe deep, 

And storm-stones from the sky ; 

Shells from the shores of gay Brazil ; 
Stuffed birds, and fishes dry 

Old Simon had an orphan been, 

No relative had he • 

B’en from his childhood was he seen 
A haunter of the quay ; 

So at the age of raw thirteen. 

He took him to the sea. 

Pour years on board a merchant-man 
He sailed, a growing lad , 

And all the isles of Western Ind, 

In endless summer clad, 

He knew, from pastoral St. Lucie, 

To palmy Glkinidad. 

Biit sterner life was m his thoughts. 

When, ’mid the sea-fight’s jar, 

Stooped Victory from the battered slitouds, 
To crown a British tar ; 

’Twos then he went, a volunteer, 

On ^oard a man-of-war. 

? 3 
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His voice witli vigour filled again I 
His veteian eye witli bght ! 

But chiefly of hot Tiafalgai 
The hiave old man would speak; 

And when he showed his oaken stump) 

A glow suffused his cheek, 

While his eye filled ; for wound on woimd 
Had left him worn and weak 

Ten yeais in vigorous old age, 

Within that cot he dwelt ; 

Tianquil as falls the snow on snow, 

Life’s lot to him was dealt , 

But came infiimity at length, 

And slowly o'ei him stealt. 

We missed him on our seaward walk : 

The children went no moie 
To listen to his evening talk, 

Beside the cottage dooi , 

Grim palsy held him to the bed, 

Which health eschewed before. 

’Twas harvest time , day after day 
Beheld him weaker grow , 

Day aftei day, his labounng pulse 
Became more faint and slow , 

Foi, in the chambeis of his heart. 

Life’s fire was huming low 

Thus did he weaken and he wane. 

Till fiail as frail could be ; 

But duly at the hour w’hich brings 
Homeward the bird and bee, 

He made them prop him in his couch, 

To gaze upon the sea. 

And now' he watched the moving boat, 

And now the moveless ships , 



Au»l now tin* ru lull * n Ut’f'* j 
With fjoM th*'ir i»{‘^ ; 

Ai ray by ray tlio miijht/ i'ui 
Wunt t}ov'.» Hi film tc'lijt >•, 

Wt'Koino a** to th*: f» t 

Oi pilgrim, Ir ucl-tip tl, 

JDeuth to oil! Simon' i itw« lUag « *, 

A thing to he <U iru! ; 

An«l, huMthing pt im* tn all .■irotiii*!, 
Thu mail oi war uxpitMl. 


Lxxvrr. 

THE BUELVE Oh* SIU JOIJX MOitllE 
i.r wotri:. 

The following pitlu'tic aljil Wimaat mIi> .vat wrio » or '1 * K « 
Cii\itr.L') W'oia’i. Tlio nitthor «lu4 in • jrl.* {ra», g>j > t~ 
two short potiiiH boaulo u. 'I'ho <!i 't,nu -t ;} ’ Ov.?, ,« n,r i *, 
Moon), who w.w killed in the h ittlv vi C’ori. •« » 1 1 t« • V< '* ? ,,\f , 

and was buried m liiuito, owing lt» lli*» Kn'ai. imiv U i < „i i • 
re attack tho llngluh On thu d» | »rt«re o''" tl u { .;•« r, t, * « - , t 
General raised a iiiouuuiont o%er hti yri'.o in t* « C'aatbl of 

Not a ilmm wa"* lieartl uut a ium rtl note, 

At» III** corsc to Uic rampirt wc hurrUd , 

Not a soUlier di-jcluirgutUiia larowiH shot, 

O’er the grave where our hero we hurud 

"We bnned him darkly, at dead oi night, 

The sods with our bajoutt'* turning, 

By the struggling moonbeam’s misty light, 

And the lantern dimly burning. 

No useless coffin enclosed Ids breast, 

. Nor in sheet nor m shroud ive wound him ; 

But he lay like a wumor taking his re&t, 

With his martial cloak mound him. 
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E'cw and slioit were fhe prayers we said, 

And we spoke not a word of sonow 

But we steadfastly gazM on tlie face that was dead, 
And we bitterly thonght of the moiiow. 

We thought, as we hollowed lus nanow bed, 

And smoothed dorvn his lonely pillow, 

Tliat the foe and the stranger would tread o’er his head, 
And we far away on the billow 1 

Lightly they’ll talk of the spurt that’s gone. 

And o’er his cold ashes npbiaid him , 

But little he’ll leck, if they let him sleep on 
In the grave where a Biiton has lard him. 

But half of oui heavy task was done, 

When the clock stiiick the houi foi letiiing ; 

And we h^aid the distant and random gun, 

That the foe was sullenly firing. 

Slowly and sadly we laid him down, 

Fiom the field of his fame fresh and gory , 

We carved not a line, and we raised not a stone/ 

But we left him alone with his glory ! 


Lxxvm. 

CHABITY 

BY ITATEHEW FKIOli. 

SLvxthew PniDB was bom in IGBi. Though of bumble origin, he 
received an academic edncatidn through the pationage of the Bail df 
Doiaet , by Whose influence he was appointed to various oflSces in the 
Enghsh court His hfe was chiefly spent in political duty in Holland, 
Fiance, and London He was a favourite of King William III , and in 
1698 became ambassador to the court of France He subsequently sat 
in pailiament and was imprisioued foi lus political conduct His poeti- 
cal works aie of various kinds, mcludmg odes, epistles, tales, ic 
They aie all distinguished by great ease and flowing veisificatiou 

APaiaphiase ofl Cor xm 

Did sweeter sounds adoni my flowing tongue, 

Than evei vmaii pronounced, oi angel sung , 
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Tfml I »U huHUH *tn'l 

That »»r * < u ‘5 5 I 

Ah« 1 huil I to t4‘* \miUf 

1>» a]l the apt'* ot l5i*i i 

J)ul Sha»Ua<’li'’< amI my gim* !»•-,' l^S' v5 i.. *{>.?•’ 
To Wtfjuy toUnro', luvl rojoi*'* ju rtf’' ; 

Or biul 1 t.iilh hK«‘ tint ,.UkK -i 
Wheu Mo-'f-' g.'i'O tht'io mir.j' 1' ■*■ »'i 1 ‘ * r 
Vet, gr.wioin Olnrtt> t imfulg*ui ^nj* ,t, 

Wcic not til) ^joutT ‘‘X* ft”! m nn 1 f* *•'*< 
Tho'iO !>p‘** ^\oul«l »•»’! liu tutii I 1 I’ 
Tliai w'oru oi lim !>•* t*u* >til 1 *1 , 


A i*}inli{»rir •'omul \si ru L* »« r ih ii t »» •' , 

31) liiiih uffti torm, uu tlo |tt. 5 . <♦ i> /{ 

Olnuity! ♦ .vv, ’ifi*!, 

Soitcus tlio high, tiu'l tc ifx tlu* .ih|* . I m,j» I , 

Known with jiiA r« inn on'l giMiihi Inn 1 1 > » I ' 

JBelwKt viW 41.11110 iiiul .irhunry {‘ft 1.. 

Not auon provoIw>l, shu «,nih lorguvn, 

AikI iiiU'Ji 4io 'juijor;*, tu nh*’ mn h h li”** >. 

Soit pc.ico him bruig-f wlKMvtr •'h-' ,irr..* , 

Slio bmhU our i^iikt, ;w 4io lonm uur . 

L.i)s the rough p.uhs 01 |ivcvl4i n iture cv*,n, 

An<l opoiib lu e.u.h ln,.irt .1 liitlo Ik i.vii 

Each otUei gut wIikU Gotl on nun Ik iiow-, 

Its proper boumls ami tluo re-^tm tion know# , 

To one fixed pmpoio dedKatei it-? poi.vr, 

And finishing Us not, exists no iiion'. 

Thus, 111 obedicntc to what ILmvou decreen, 
Knowledge sb.iU hul, and prophecy shall i.e.V 9 c . 

But lasting Ohaiity’s more ample sw.iy, 

Nor hound hy time, nor subject to decay, 

In happy tiiumph shall loi ever U\c, 

And endless good diliuse, and endleos praise receive. 
As thiough the artist’s luteivcning gliKs, 

Oui eye observes the distant planets p.iiS, 
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A little we iliscover, bnt allow 

That moie leraams unseen than art can show; 

So whilst oui nund its Imowledge would improve 
(Its feehle eye intent on things above), 

High as we may we liit om reason up, 

By Faith diiected, and confiimed by Hope , 

Yet aie we able only to suiwey 
Da'wnings of beams and piomises of day 
Heaven’s full effulgence modes oui dazzled sight, 
Too gieat its swiftness, and too strong its light 
But soon the mediate clouds shall be dispelled, 
The Son shall soon be face to face beheld. 

In all his lobes, with all his glory on. 

Seated, sublime, on his meridian throne 
Then constant Faith and holy Hope shall die, 

One lost in certainty, and one in joy , 

Whilst thou, more happy powei, fair Chanty, 
Tiiumphant sister, greatest of the three, 

Thy office and thy natme still the same. 

Lasting thy lamp, and unconsumed thy flame, 
Shalt still survive 

~ Shalt stand before the host of Heaven confessed, 
Foi ever blessmg, and foi ever blessed. 


Lxxrs. 

THE VOYAOB OF MADOC 

BT SOUTHEY. 

There is an old legend existing, that the first voyage from Enropo to 
America was nndortaken in very early times by Madoc, a Welsh Piiuce, 
and his followers Qn this legend i§ founded the poem fi-om which the 
present extract is taken 

Noi with a heart unmoved I left thy shores, 

Bear natiye Isle ! Oh, not without a pang, 

As thy fan uplands lessened on the view, 

Oast back the long inyoluntary look I 
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<xiew sick witk long expectance? I beheld 
Daik looks of glowing restlessness , I heard 
Distrust’s low muimunng nor availed it long 
To see and not peiceive. Shame had aivlule 
Repiessed then feai, till, like a smotheied fiie 
It bmst and spiead vnth quick contagion round, 

A.nd strengthened as it spiead They spake in tones 
Which might not be mistaken , they had done 
What men daied do, ventmed where never keel 
Had cut the deep before , still all was sea, 

The same unbounded ocean I to proceed 
Weie tempting Heaven. 

* * * Sj: + 

la. despair ing mood 
I sought my solitary cabin ; theie. 

Confused -with vague tumultuous feelings, lay, 

And to lemembiance and reflection lost, 

Knew only I was m etched 

Thus entianced 

Cadwallon found me , shame, and giief, and pride, 
And baffled hope, and fruitless anger, swelled 
Within me. All is ovei * I exclaimed , 

Yet not m me, my friend, hath time produced 
These tardy doubts and shameful fickleness , 

I have not failed, Cadwallon I Nay, he cried, 

The cowaid fears which persecuted me. 

Have shown what thou hast suffered We hare \et 
One hope I prayed them to proceed a day, 

But one day more ; this little have I gained, 

An d here will wait the issue , in yon bark 
I am not needed, they are niiisteis theie 
One only day' The gale blow stioiig, the bark 
Sped through the waters , but the silent hour,, 

Wlio make no pause, went by , and, centred still, 

We saw the dreary vacancy of heaven 

Close round our narrow view, when that brief term, 

s 



10 1 


\ 


T!u' ln-'fc "***’ * * ^ *** ^^‘ 

TIu'.n ''hoitt'iM'i "..il, i»f»>l ’ • "‘ '* I 

Vin »rrl v- m-l .. W h> . . h it 5 — r 5 - ' ‘ * ' 

[U hlttfW ■i I I'lf 't •-J**’ “* '•'' ' 

lioU to iho 01 Uo* • 1* no 5*t >, 

0i tlu* moru V . 1 } otl v. «it **> ‘ 'O l» i . ‘h , 
jjlmd U'olt iuul \ «' Uiti . oi th> >» <1 < J 
You, .Mailoc ! lio i‘ {‘h« -i . th- * 1* »•« J-' ‘ 

Ma>»ler nulctil ihi. i « i*l<' j. ' f *<“'‘5 

Not to tloj “hou'-i »■! C-'ohJ I '-lU th. ^ »i > 

Wm hack ili<.u ''h-no "* **'* ' '' ^ 

lllithuni tho MHol Inlh h ‘h' tK< m i -'U. i : 
Toiiul U-, whvii all hnjuajt hoj , '.t .> r.*’. 

Or we ''hull '’uoo « I* fti iH/ f J* i* 

Ij'rom lue’s long 

An !l«* 'J’ I »»>» 

The doud-j huns,' tint!: and h-av*. o’* f iht : , 
Ami heavilj, ujiou the heiif lu.. n** li, 

The \ev«d luhoun *1 tui the 1 ih'‘«rl J - j 
T he leol'poiuti* i ittU*<l ou ih- >hi\vriiiif u! , 

At fitn thi* •'mhU'it mill hiovl'tl 
Anon with umemntm^ imy ra^^il , 

High rolled the mighiv hiUww^j »ud ih»* hi .•>: 
Swept uoiu their dieeted nuUn the '•h*ow rv i» 'u 
Viuu uow’ weie all the scuiuvira hoiuew ml > 
Vam all their nkiU , wo dune heune the *i*‘rnt 
’Tis plcaisant, by the eheertul hearth, to luir 
01 tempcntn ami the dangem of tlve dup, 

And pause at tuncb, and teel th it we aie -ale , 
Then listen to the peiiloun tale again, 

And, with an cagei ami .sn>pendcil noul, 

"Woo tenor to delight ns, Hut to liear 
The loaiing ol the i aging elements, 

To loiow all human skill, all human strength. 

Avail not; to look louiul, and only see 

The mountain-ivavc meumbent, with its weight 
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0£ bmstiug wateis, o’er the leehng hark * 

Oh ' oh ' this IS indeed a dieadiul thing ! 

And he whp hath endured the honor once 
Oi such an houi, doth nevei hear the stoim 
Howl lound his homo, but he leinembers it, 

And thiiilcs upon the suffenug maiinei ! 

Onwaid we diove , with unabating foice 
The tempest laged , night added to the storm 
New hoirom, and the mom aiose o’eispiead 
With heavici clouds The weaiy maimeis 
Called on Saint Cyiic’s aid , and I too placed 
My hope on Heaven, lelaxmg not the while 
Oui human eftoits 

Ns * !{■ 

Thiee dreadiul days and nights we drove along , 

The fouith, the welcome lain came lattlmg down 
The ivind had fallen, and thiough the broken cloud 
Appealed the blight dilating blue of heaven 
Emboldened now, I called the inaiiiiers 
Vam were it should we bend a homewaid com so, 
Diiven by the stoim so fai they saw oiii baiks, 

Eoi seivice of that long and perilous ivay 
Disabled, and oui food belike to fail 
Silent they heaid, leluctant in assent ; 

Anon they shouted joyfully I looked, 

And saw a bud slow sailing ovei-head, 

His long Avlute pinions by the sunbeam edged. 

As though with burnished silver , nevei yet 

Heaid I so ^neet a music as his cry 1 

Yet' three days moie, and hope moie eager now, 

Suie of the signs of land, weed-slioals, and buds 
Who flocked the main, and gentle airs which bieathed, 
Oi seemed to bieathe, fresh fiagrance from the slioie 
On the last evening, a long shadoivy line 
Skiited the sea , how last the night closed in! 

I stood upon the deck and watched till dawn. 
s2 
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And tliongli ho piayed foi meicy, 

Yet meicy ne’ci was shoivn , 

The misei cut liis body up, 

And picked him bone fiom bone 
Tims people said, and all believed 
The dismal stoiy tine , 

As it was told to me, in tinth 
I tell it so to you 

There was an ancient widow, 

One Madgy de la Moth, 

A stiaugei to the man, oi she 
Had iie’ei gone there in tioth 
But she was poor, and wandeied out 
At night-fall in the sheet. 

To beg fiom nch men’s tables 
Diy scraps of broken meat 

So she Icnockcd at old Web-Spinnei’s dooi, 
With a modest tap and low , 

And do^vn staus came he speedily, 

Like an arrow from a bow 
“ Walk in, walk m, mother,” said he. 

And shut the dooi behind , 

She thought, foi such a gentleman. 

That he was wondrous kind. 

But eie the midmght clock had tolled, 

Like a tiger of the wood, 

He had eaten the flesh from off her bones. 
And diunk of hei heart’s blood ' 

Now aftei this fell deed was done * 

A little season’s space. 

The burly Baion of Bluebottle 
Was nding from the chase 

The sport was dull, the day was hot. 

The sun was sinking down , 
s3 
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At tliy ^^f^l lioti - I • ttflVi t'> . 

Wuli th- jjat* «i \V.{> ^|uiin r 

Osiuic ‘ituUI* ttly m •«• •* 

JiOtuI W»i‘* thf itUO-J. th«; iJ 1 

Duhh citiiio til- • luifl *,'•** J 
Sji>‘t “ tW-'tl •'tr, 1*1 t.i-jli* 

I ttik %*tUl MjUtt* -*5 t 

“Ixitii ttcaiud uith i f 

“ M) lll•'^»L1 irt'fji I r hu’<t. ’ 

“ You luuy iu’mI til* m ill/' --u'l V»'l> r 
“ It nninuth m my 

“ A IJaruu *uu I/' IHu 
“ From ii loitii^ii lun'l I Mim*.* 

‘ I thouj^lit Us nHU.li/' s H'l W> . *' 
Fools m.\vt sti) It liiJjij-l” 

S«}s tiio Jhion, * Cliurl, uhH tiua.,>tU Uf'. * 
I llcl\ \OU, \lll iHl i 

Ami ho uisJuil tin* wliil.', m u s\ 

He Wits s.Hcly irom iho 

Web-Spinner i.m ami loiknj tlm 
Ami a loud lavish UiuglKd ho , 

With that, oath one on tho oth>‘i •'[•ran ' 
aVnd they uiostlod hu toiu-U 
Tlie Baiou uus a man oi 
A suoulsniau of rctiovMi 
But ‘the Slisei had the airon^^or arm, 

And kept the Baiun down. 

Then out he took a little coul, 

Fioiu a pocket at lua uide, 

And with many a ciaity, cruel knot, 

His hand and feet he tied , 
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And bound bun down unto the flooi‘, 

And said, in savage jest, 

“ Tlieie IS lieavy woik in store foi you , 

So, Baion, take youx lest !” 

Then up and down liis bouse be went, 
Axianging disk and plattei, 

Witb a dull and heavy countenance, 

As if nothing weie the matter. 

At length he seized on Bluebottle, 

That stiong and buily man, 

And with many and many a despeiatc tug, 
To hoist him up began 

And step by step, and step by step. 

He went with heavy tiead , 

But eie he leached the ganet door, 

Pool Bluebottle was dead I 
Now all this while, a magistiate, 

Who lived m a house haid by. 

Had watched Wcb-Si>umci’s ciuelty 
Through a window pnvily 

So in he buists, thiough bolts and bars, 
With a loud and thundeiing sound, 

And vowed to bum the house with fiie. 

And level it with the giound , 

But the wicked churl, who all his life 
Had looked for such a day. 

Passed thiough a tiap-door ui the wall, 

And took himselt aw'ay. 

But where he went, no man could tell j 
’Twas said, that undei giouiul 
He died a miseiable death ; 

But his body ne’ei was found 
They palled his house down, stick and stone, 
“ For a caitift \ile as he," 
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STot undeliglitful is the thouglitful Game 
AVheie maitial Queens the minuc hay commaiid, 
Wheie puzzled ladies blush foi veiy shame, 

With fuiiowed foiehead and suspended hand. 
Observant oluldieu lound the table stand , 

Or lead, with pleasuie’s half-believmg smile, 

The old fantastic loie of Fauy-land, 

Or Tales that might a giavei age beguilej 
Aladdin's Lamp of powei, or Ciusoe’s lonely Isle. 

Such tale, on winter evemng long and dieai. 

By the red embei’s deep and htful lay. 

The cottage mation tells, with many a feai 
Eoi sailoi-boy on shipboard fai away , 

And tatteied chddien leave then noisy play 
To hear, and nestle by the beldame’s side 
And aye she shahes hei ti esses thin and giey, 

At hei own ghostly legends teiiified ; 

Then hastily will use, noi fmthei question bide* 


Lxxxn 

THE TWO VOICES. 

srnas hziuins. 

Two solemn Voices, m a funeial stiaiU} 

Met as iich sunbeams and daik bursts of ram 

Meet in the sky 

“Thou ait gone hence 1” one sang, “ om light is flown, 
Oui beautiful, that seemed too much oui own 

Evei to die! 

Thou ait gone hence !— oui joyous hills among 

hTevei again to poui the soul in song. 

When spring flowers use I 

Never the fiiend’s faimhai step to meet 
With loving laughtei, and the welcome sweet 

Oi thy glad eyes." 
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Lxxxni 

ON THE W^VLDENSES. 

MH.TON. 

Avexge, 0 Lord, tLy slaughteied saints, vhose bones 
Lie scatteied on tlie Alpine iiioimtains told , 

Even them ^\llo kept thy tiuth so piuc of old. 
When all oui fathcis woisliipped stotks, and stones, 
Foigct not in thy book lecord then gro.m!> 

T\Tio weie thy sheeji, and m then ancient fold 
Slain by the bloody Piedmontese, that rolleil 
Mothei ivith intant donn the loeks Their moans 
The vales ledoiibled to the hills, and they 

To Heaven Then mai tyred blood and ashes tow 
O’er all the Itahan fields, where still doth sway 
The tuple Tyrant , that from these nia\ grow 
A hundred fold, who, hanug learned th} w ly, 
Eaily may fly the Babylonian woe. 


LXXXR'- 

THE BEING OF A GOD 

B1 lOWNC 

Betire , the world shut out , th\ thoughts call lioiuo 
Imagination’s any w ing icpiess , 

Lock up thy senses , lot no passions stii ; 

Wake all to Reason, let her leigu alone , 

Then, in thy soul’s deep silence, and the depth 
Of Natme’s silence, midnight, thus inquire 

Wliat am I ? and noiu whence ? I nothing know, 
But that I am , and, since I am lontlude 
Something eternal had there e’i,r been nought. 

Nought still had been Eternal iheie imi-t Le. 

But wliat eternal ? Why not hunnn rat i 
And Adam’s ancestors without an tnd / 



Thill' * har«l to ho roii<M»* <1 1 ’***•' '* * *' »/ 

Of llml !«>ni^ ch<uii««l o*J)I i* » t?*oi 

Oiin e\i*n put t|tptMi«l, ,m'l n*»i th •' h‘ 1 • i 
Yotgumt it tiito; iliftonlii , n ' ; 

1 am still tiuilo mit at sfi , n'»r "< th" h*u»’ 
Whence ciutlij timl lh» v hnght fUi • / I#*'?) A t* 
Griuit mattci Ma'«i»rnil. ‘‘t HI tit o <><•{ 

Woiihl want .vimo oth' r Faih* r ; m u h ‘h 
Is huoii in all tin ir m<<th*ij HI th* ir },. i . 

OiNign impln* » int« llig* in **, wO'l rt , 

That can't he fium tin m’** l‘»t. » **•' m .ti , tl ut 
Man scarce cm compr*‘hin'l, ‘**'11 1 i*. io i* i;*^ » i 
Anil nothing gre ilt r j» t all >w< .1 th ai jju. j. 

A\ ho motion, foicign to tin* *rii ilh t ,'r 
Shot through \ hI m i-'-'c i «»f ' i.<>rn.t*»i* 'a* i«*hi ! 
AVlio hid hnUo iii'iitvr') rcitisc Itimp .s.i.' » * 
Such \arioiH loims, ainl i;a\c it i.ings Cti il. * 
Has matter iiiiutc motion t Tlieii ci,h at- ni, 
Aiisoiting it*! imiisputahle ruht 
To (Innce, would loim i luttvir •* of Hiisj. 

Has matter none? Then whcuic th* *• gl**ji»w:> ;• 
And honnillc>s ilight', from shajsl* m I n i-i ^ 
Has matter mme than motion? U cr it iiiyn-jht. 
Judgment, and genius? Is it dciplv harncl 
In mathematics ^ Jlai* it iramed such law n, 
Wndch, hut to guess, a Newton m ule immo''tal ? 
It art to ioim , ami counsel to conduct 
And that with gieatei uirthau human skill, 
Reside not in each block, a Oumii, \ii reigns . 
And, if a Go» theie ia, that God how gre n * 
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LXXXV 

THE INOHOAPE KOOK. 

' BY SODTHEl. 

No stii m the air, no stu in the sea. 

The ship was as still as she conld he , 

Her sails from heaven leceived no motion, 

Her keel as- steady in the ocean. 

Without eithei sign oi sound of their shock, 

The waves floated ovei the Lichcape Kock , 

So little they rose, so httle they fell. 

They did not move the Inchcape hell 

The good old ahhot of Aherhrothock 
Had floated that hell on the Inchcape Kock , 

On the waves of the storm it floated and swung. 
And louder and louder its warmng rung 

When the Kock was hid hy the surge’s swell. 
The manners heaid the waimng hell , 

And then they Imew the perilous rock. 

And blessed the pnest of Aherhrothock. 

The sun in heaven was shimng gay, 

All things weie joyful on that day , 

The sea-hirds screamed, as they wheeled aiound, 
And theie was pleasure in the sound 

The float of the Inchcape hell was seen, 

A daikei speck on the ocean green ; 

Sn Kalph the lOver walked the deck, 

Apd he fixed his eye on the daiker speck. 

He felt the cheeiing power of spnng , 

It made him whistle, it made him smg , 

His heait was mirthful to excess. 

But the lovei’s mirth was wickedness 


1 ’ 



TIh oye «.h on th*; b'’!! an<l . 

Quoth lit', My mon, }>tu out ih* 

Ami rou' mo to tin* Ito’h* 

And ril plaguy tho |»iji il oi Al^’fbroth <• ?: " 

The ho!it is loviieud, thu houm- a ro.., 

Ami to the lutlmajo U^-I. tlo'V ^ » , 

Sir Ual{/h heat o\i.r irom iln* h» 

Ami tut the warmm^-UU irom tie? Ifoif > 

« 

Down •'Unh the hell wUh .1 {;ur-^hn^ “our. I , 
The bulihlcH aron' nml hut't .uouu'l , 

Quoth Sir it.iiph, ‘‘Th** n*’M ’"ho tom* > t > iL 
AVill not hle-n tht prititui Aoeroroth*;* V.*’ 

Sir Ilaliih the rover Mihd va iV ; 

He ''tomed the ''ea-> lor uuuv a d \y ; 

Ami now, grown rivU with idumkred i»,o* *, 

He steel •> his toul^u toi Stoll iiul'« lUore 

So thick a Inuo oV>r-«jift.ul the 
Thev eouhl not see thosiin oii hi'^h^ 

The wind iiad blown a gale all d tv. 

At evening jt IkuI dmd away. 

On deck the lovev t'ikv> his 'laml ; 

So dark It is, thej see m» land , 

Quoth Sh lliilpli, * It will hu lighter -loon, 
¥01 tUeie IS the davvu 01 the rising moon.'* 

“ Canst heai,” said one, '* the breakers ro,tr i 
Yondei, methinks, should be the shore , 

Now, where we are, I cannot tell, 

But I wish we could hear the Iiiehoape bell/* 

They lieai no sound, the swell is strong, 
Thougli the wind has fnUen, they drat along, 
Till the vessel stiikcs witli a jshivoraig ^hock 
“ Alas ' it IS the Inchcape Bock 1 ” 
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Su Salph tlie rover tore his Laii, 

He beat himself m ^vlld despair , 

But the waves rush in on every side, 
And the vessel sinks beneath the tide. 


LXXXVI 

THE ASPIRATIONS OP YOUTH. 

BY JAMES MOKTGOMERY. 

Htgiiee, lughei, will we climb, 

Up to the mount of gloiy, 

That our names may hve thiough time 
In our country’s stoiy , 

Happy, w'hen her welfaie calls, 

He who conquers, he who falls. 

Deeper, deeper, let us toil 
In the mines of Imowiedgc ; 

Nature’s wealth and learmng’s spoil, 

Win from, school and college , 

Delve we theie for richer gems 
Than the stars of diadems. 

Onward, onward, may we press 
Through the path of duty , 

Virtue is true happiness, 

Excellence tine beauty, 
hlinds are of celestial birth. 

Make we then a heaven of eaith. 

Closei, closer let us knit 
Hearts and hands together, 

Wheie our fireside comforts sit, 

In the wildest weather ; 

O • they wander wide who roam 
For the joys of hfe fiom home. 

T 2 



LXXXVU. 

LOCIIlKl/ft WAUNIXli, 

Thi'i popm profcit « 4 to u c/ fjf 'I** -* '» • ^ 

Iho tit itiuftiou of htt Itoti thro t li t! « ’• » ij 

by tUo Uityltih trou|[U o^ur tJio l*f» ' J 'fi C< m ''* > -is . >->•» t« i-t 

LociiiKb ! IjOflufl! «*i lit*-* tKv/ 

Wht'U th<* liowliuuli ‘’Ij.tll lut.* t tit’*'* Jn tn -v t 

For a hcKl of the ileitl ntih»-v r«»i on my 
Ami the dan*? of mu •'• iii* f“l m :*r;hs- 

They rally, they bl« t.<l, for th« tr .>» i ► * 

Woe, ^soe to the ruh'r? thtt tr.M»j>l • th m .a * 

ProHtl Ciiiuherhiiitl {>r.uu’t >, ih*' d lia, 

Ami their hout'-beutfn b<>->om* *»r« to ih * I'Uta- 
liut haikl through the !a->t-tl.i.dimg l^«ht!t^a»^ *-5 *i.4r, 
Whut bieetl to the ile-fcrl the-? fr miie a*;?! t^.r i 
’Tt*. tiune, 0 Glunulhu! whvo brnles>lwll a.v a:. 

Like a lu\e-Hghtetl u.iUh-hre. all nriiht at th*. g.vt*v 
A stcctl come*? at uionting • n« ruKr u ih* a , 

But its biuUe 1 *. reil wuh the -tgn of d* tir 
Weep, Albm * to death and tapuvity Jt.l ? 

Oh weep • but thi tear-* vamu>t mimber the t*».,id 
Foi a meicile'»3 sword on CulbHb n 'th ill wai.*, 

Cullodeu ! that leelvs with the blood of the bri.c- 

LOCU».L. 

Go, picnch to the cowaul, thou tleath-ttUing '.cti ! 

Oi, if goiy Cullodeu so dieadiul appear, 

DiaWjdotaid, aiouud thy old wa%enng dght, 

This mantle, to cover the phautoiuh of lught, 

WU/ lUU. 

Ha I laughest thou, Lochiel, my \ i-iiou to acorn 
Pioud bud of the mountain, thy plume shall be torn ! 
Say, lushed the bold eagle exuUingly forth, 

Fiom his home, in the dark idling doiuU of the north 
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Lo ! the death-shot of foemen otifspeeding, he lode 
Compamonless, hearing destruction ahioad, 

33ut down let him stoop fiom his havoc on high » 

Ah 1 home let him speed, for the spoiler is nigh » 

"Why flames the far summit ? Why shoot to the blast 
Those embeis, like stars horn the firmament cast f 
’Tis the fiie-showei of mm, all dieadfully diiven 
Fiom his eyrie, that beacons the darlcness of heaven. 
Oh, ciested Lochiel I the peeiless in might. 

Whose banners aiise on the battlement's height, 
Heaven’s file is aiound thee, to blast and to bmn , 
Eetuitt to thy dwelhng ! all lonely letmn ! 

Foi the blackness of ashes shall maik wheie it stood, 
And a wild mother scieam o’ei hei famishmg biood 

nooHiEn. 

False Wizard, avaunt ! I have marshalled my clan. 
Then swords aie a thousand, their bosoms aie one ( 
They aie time to the last of their blood and then bieath, 
And like leapeis descend to the harvest of death 
Then welcome be Cumbeiland’s steed to the shock » 

Let b^TT^ dash his pioud foam like a wave on the lock • 
But woe to his kindied, and woe to his cause. 

When Albin hei claymoie indignantly diaws , 

When her bonneted chieftains to victory crowd, 
Clamonald the dauntless, and Moiay the pioud. 

All plaided and plumed in then taitan aiiay— — 

WIZARD. 

Lochiel, Lochiel * bewaie of the day 

Foi, dark and despairing, my sight I may seal, 

But man cannot covei wliat God would leveal , 

'Tis the sunset of life gives me mystical lore, 

And coming events cast tiaeii shadows before. 

I tell thee, Oulloden’s dread echoes shall ring 
With the bloodhounds that baik for thy fugitive king 
I 3 
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Lxxxvni 

THE LAST SUPPEE. 

UBS. SlGOUBStEY 

Behold that counteDance, wheie gnef and love 
Blend with inehahle benignity, 

And deep, unntteied majesty divine. 

Whose la fhat eye which seems to scan the heait 
And yet to have shed the teai of moital woe ? 

My Saviour • is it thine ? 

And is this feast 

Thy last on earth ? Why do the chosen few, 

Admitted to thy paiting banquet, stand 
As men tiansfixed with horioi ? 

Ah 1 1 hear 

The fearful reason fiom that lip divine, 

“ Om of you shall letiay me f" One of these 
Who by THY hand weie nomished, heard thy piayeis. 
Sought foi thy teachings, as the thnsty plant 
Turns to the dews of summer? One ef these / 
Theiefoie with deep and deadly paleness droops 
The loved disciple, as if life’s warm spnng 
Chilled to the ice of death, at such stiange shock 
Ol unmiagiued guilt See, witli his soul 
Concenteied in his eye, the man who walked 
The waves with Jesus tiembles while he bieathes 
His dread mquirj'^ At the table's foot 
Up springs the ardent Philip, full of hope 
That, by his ear,, the Mastei’s awful woids 
Were misinteipieted Fiom Matthew’s blow 
Beams foith that guileless and unsullied youth, 
Within whose crystal singleness of heart 
Suspicion takes no loot Thaddeus stands 
With aim outstietched, as if to vindicate 
The flock ot Christ , while pointing to the skies 



IJiutliyloincw tho All- > "wijj f 

To sotuoh liH imao»t •piril. 

All iSj- i • K" 

With ‘itumiy onuiUon >irr.«*, -av.- »>a'* /.jI • i ; > *, 

JJj Maiuinoii itain-l, wlmli, hro -'li.'uj <>'•{' i* > />. 
lVJ(jh<i “ thiity i>i“' ^ ' "f- 

iSyii yl purihtiuu I »1« <1 thou U • \j I r -th * 

In such puic atui<i-i[iht.i»jV Aifl i unl th / 1 hi«i •, 
'Noath tho cold miImiiu -i of th.it i< itl* i 1 1 
Tilt* burden <u a dt-<'<l, uho-i-' ir.u.o 
Sliikc.s all thy brciincn pdv ? 

l)(tt K >;i {t t - ^ 

That tho deep pov\cr oi thin i^atl-b - <%• 
In tho light pcutil'n ttitvhvrv i I %‘/«l'i >(- i': 

Ol him uho poured niuh b»*ld t*m'. pt».-(} i> ,:h 
O’ci tho dead causa" 1 But I du« not mu ; 

Now ol a luortal’n praine. Sub hud I 
In ihj mcokj noirowm-' pr« S*j» *d iJv h 
I led tho bicitluugn ol th,*-o h<>ly m‘*n 
Fiom whom ihj gO'pd, an on aui;''.rv 
Went out tlnough all the earth. 

F.iin Would I 

Low at thcao blcnaod feet, and nlmddtning 
“ Loid, in it I *" For who tan tell what drrgn 
Do slumbex in his health Thuu, who diiLi taitc 
Ol mau’nmfiimity, ami find hin guilt 
Tionblmg thy sinless soul, toiMko un not 
In om* temptations , but no gunlo our loet, 

That our laU Aii^jpe/ m this woild m.i> lead 
To that nnmoital bancpiet by thy side, 

Wlieie tlieie is no betiajcr. 
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LXXXIX 

THE PILHRDI FATHEES. 

^BY MBS. HEMANS 

The * Pilgrim Fathers’ were the celebrated Puritans, who fled from 
England duiing the religions and ciril perseoations of the reign of 
Chailes I, and became in part the founders of the present United 
States of Ameiica. 

The bieaking waves dashed high 
On a stem and lock-hound coast, 

And the woods against a^ stormy sky 
Then giant Inanches tossed , 

And the heavy night hung daik 
The hills and wateis o’ei, 

Wlieu a hand of exiles mooied theiv hark 
On the wild New England shore 

Not as the conqueioi comes, 

They, the tine-hearted, came ; 

Not with the loh of the stuimg drums, 

Oi the trumpet that sings of fame 

Not as the flying come, 

Tn silence and in feai , 

They shook the depth of the desert gloom 
"With then hymns of lofty cheei 

Amidst the storm they sang. 

And the stars heaid and the sea , 

And the sounding aisles of the dim woods lang 
To the anthem of the hee • 

The ocean eagle soared 
Fiom his nest hy the white wave s foam , 

And the locking pines of the foiest roared, 

This was then welcome home * 



There uere men with lunr/ hur 
Aumh't ihnl {>tls;rim h »nil , 

Why hu'l lU'j) « nine to witlii r ti< *•*» 
Awny from th*'ir «*h»Mlsy »'l » ! su I / 

Them wjh wom.iti'-* i« arh ^ <•> \ 

Jat by h'T Iov« % iniih , 

Them \\U‘4 manhfHwl'* hro\r * o i, !y h’ ,*»*, 
And the liery U»Mrl ol yonih. 

Whal euiight lh*'> th«» ofir f 
Ikighl Jewel { «»i th>* mue* / 

The wealth ul •>». i', llw ol s'* i 
They vmghl a futU’-J jnire •^hrh.el 

Ay, call It h<»ly grotiml, 

The soil where lir^t ih*y tr *^1, 

They kit unstained \,h»i tin-r*, th'^» ivJ'. 
Pieedom lu worihij> fi"d ’ 


xc. 

LADY CkAUn. 

UY AtlUiU r 4 .SST^OS. 

It was the tune when lihe-> bh>w% 

And clouds are highv-.t up in air, 
Lord Ronald biought a hl\ -white doe 
To give his cousin, L uly Clare. 

I trow they did not p irt in se.Lson 
Lovcis long betrothed were they * 
They two will wed the monow morn, 
God’s blessing ou the day ! 

“ He docs not lose me for my bvrili, 
Noi for my lands so bioad and lair ; 
He loves me foi my owm tiue wortji, 
And that is well," said Lady cLue. 
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In then came old Alice the nuise, 

Said, “ Who was this that went horn thee 
*' It was my cousin,” said Lady Clare, 

“ To-morrow he weds with me.” 

0 God be tliauhed 1” said Ahce the nurse, 

“ That all comes lound so just and fair 

Lord Bonald is heu of all your lands, 

And you are not the Lady Claie.” 

“ Are ye out of youi mind, my nurse, my nuise,” 
Said Lady Claie, “ that ye speak so ivild ?" 

“ As God’s above, ” said Alice the nurse, 

“ I speak the truth , you are my child. 

“ The old Earl’s daughter died at my breast j 

1 speak the truth, as I hve by bread ! 

I buried hei like my own sweet child. 

And put my child in her stead.” 

“ Falsely, falsely have ye done, 

0 mother,” she said, “ if this be true ; 

To keep the best man under the sun 
So many yeais horn his due ” 

“ Nay now, my child,” said Alice the njirse, 

“ But keep the seciet foi youi life , 

And all you have will be Loid Konald’s, 

Wlien you aie man and "wife " 

“ It I’m a beggar bom,” she said, 

“ I will speak out, for I dare not lie. 

Pull oft, pull off, the bioach of gold, 

And fling the diamond necklace by ” 

“ Nay now, my child,” said Alice the nurse, 

“ But keep the secret all ye can ” 

She said “ Not so but I will know 
It theie be any faith m man.” 



‘•'K'ly nw', whu taUh?" Ah'*** tU*’ j* » * ^ 
“ Thu iiJ.m v.jU I'h.v'iC »mi'» hi> rul^. 

“ Anti lu' hlmll H ” t}j»‘ 1 .'h rt? !;‘'4 
“ Tho‘ I ‘4u»«M the to-ni^Ut.” 

“ Yet give* out* IvJ'^ lt» ><'Hr f ‘ 
Ala-*, iny child, I *mii**l f**r lh*'‘. ' 

“ 0 motlnr, nituhtr, ni<ilh*T/' ‘he « h 
“ So Jjir.ingc it “*,'»«•» t*/ me. 

“ Ytl hcru •» a Ki < * h*r my m'>ih* r d* *r. 

My inotht-r th .tr, il thi » !»«• 

Anti lay >otir lumtl in«»n m> h* u\. 

Ami bU-i me, mother, *re i -^*> " 

She clad Ikt-cIi In •» r« '*t g‘».*n, 

She tttw no longtr l-atU (‘Kir • ; 

She went by dule, ami the w»iit Kv eh, an, 
IVith a single rote in hvr hnr 

The hU'^vhUo doe Kuril Uumihl lud tr.H..;hi 
Leapt np from where ih** lav, 

Dropi her heatl in the in >i<k'U* > hand. 

Ami follow til her all the wa,.. 

Down slept Lord ihitiaUl from hit to.vir 
“ 0 Lady Cl ne, jou ahame vonr w.irih * 
■\Yhy come you drcti a-, u \ Ulagv m ml, 

Tliat are the flower of the e irth i*’ 

“ If I come drcat like a Milage maid, 

I uitt but as my fortums are . 

I am a beggar born,” bhe b'ud, 

“ And not tbo Lady Glare.” 

‘ Play mo no tiicks,” bind Lord Ronaltl, 

” Por I am yours in word, iu deed. 

Play me no tnckb,” said Loid Ronald, 

” Torn luldle L haid to lead ” 
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Lo, pioudly stood she up ! 

Hei heait within her did not fail ; 

She loolced into Loid Bonald’s eyes, 

And told him all hei nmsc’s tale. 

He laughed a laugh of meny scoin , 

He tinned and kissed hei wheie she stood 
“ If you aie not the heiiess hoin, 

And I,” said he,“ the next in blood , 

If you flie not the heiiess hoin I 
And I," said he,“ the lawful hen, 

We two will Aved to-moiioiv mom, 

And you shall still he Lady Claie.” 


XOI 

NAPOLEON’S GRAFTS. 

BY TUB BEV U. ?. BYTE. 

The following spirited piece ivas Avntton in 1810, when it was pro. 
jiosed liy the French Government to lomovo the body of Napoleon from 
the Island of St Helena to Fans. 

Disturb him not ! ho slumheis ivell 
On his lock mid the Avestein deep ; 

Wieie the hioad blue Avateis round him swell 
And the tempests o’ei him siveep. 

Oh ! leave him Avheie his mountain bed 
Looks o’er the Atlantic wave , 

And the marinei high in the far grey slcy 
Points out Napoleon’s giave. 

'Ihere imdst thiee mighty continents 
That tiembled at his woid, 

Wiapt in his slnoud of aiiy cloud. 

Sleeps Euiope’s ivailiko loid. 

And there on the heights still seems to stand 
At eve his shadowy foiin ; 

His giay capote on the mist to float, 

And his AOice m the midnight stoim. 


u 
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lnui n'*l ! 'Hw i*i‘ »«* ^ 

Thai »*» »ll liH ; 

Aii<i tiU'*** hotu.ij^r "4 a» j»w*l hiia til''. % 

TImU <'U }u» lwr*l ^ 

K.iUii'’' t»»*tul'hnt,'' tu'»u tu li th* i** ** ' 

'rijt* t K* ‘I Iwm l.rjii : 

i'’oj tlitv Kncu. '.Jih tin? lnf-* i: - I 

\Vul;»* t.utli'jU »L« > uh' r*' h** -?« s-i- 

1»!in ! V.iiii th,. > 1 1 . ' 

Mm -r, 

uiCLt, ''O j^loriou < ‘‘M 
A-» th’it \shcrc tin li* r»» li« < 

Jlool; j\»>t ih.ii j?nm .in'l **co \ ' 

lloNt'rc tljut l)K ithiiiit I’rot. ! 

>sur cull the 'U.\*l In-* u. iU* 

A puppet pugeunt ny\. ! 

llmu in u time wlieii blw4 .ui*l iruue 
llugcil thru’ th\ rc,«lm it v.iil, 

*7 • * 

Tie \\ii\eil hn huiul o’vr the tr**«l-K4 I I't j. 
Ami the -stunu at once v..v» ''till 
He veuictl iroin the U«>l the ptvvtrot.* *' >te, 
Thy N\ai-nag\\i4e uuiurlcxt ;* 

Ami baile thee thunder at e\er\ g.jie 
Ot the capitals oi the 

Ami will 5 0 from lu's test dare tall 
The thuudeiholt of ^\ar, 

To gun and chatter round hi*, pall, 

And sjcream your l^iie hi glvtu ' 

Shall uielodramic ohsecpucs 
Hn. honour ed dust deride > 

Forbid It lurnran synipatliies 1 
Forbid it Grallic pride I 
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What will no witheuug thought occui, 

No thiill of cold mistrust, 

How empty all this pomp and stu 
Above a little dust * 

And will It not youi pageant dim, 

Yoiu aiiogance lebuke, 

To see what now remains of him 
Who once the empires shook ^ 

Then let him rest in his stately couch 
Beneath the open sky , 

Wlieie the wild waves dash and the lightnings fliish 
And the storms go wailing b5>-. 

Yes, let him rest I such men as he 
Aie 01 no time oi place , 

They live for ages yet to be , 

They die foi all then lace 


xcn. 

THE BALLS OB LOLOKE. 

B1 SOUTHEl. 

“ How does the water 
Come down at Lodoie ?” 

My little boy asked me 
Thus, once on a time , 

And nioieovei he tasked me 
To tell him in ihyme. 

Anon at the word, 

There first came one daughter. 
And then came another, 

To second and third 
The request of then bi other , 

And to heal how the uatei 
Conies down at Lodoie, 

With its rush and its loai ; 

As many a time 
u 2 



So itoU n ' ’* 
Am;',.,,," (..• 

If'JZ " 

rt 


J'l'Uil ii, 

ft.,,,./ '.;i. 
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Tlie Cataiact stioiig 
Then plunges along, 

Stiikiiig and laging 
As if a wai waging 
Its caverns and locks among . 

Eising and leaping, 

Sinking and cieeping. 

Swelling, and siveeping, 

Showeimg and springing, 

Flying and flinging, 

Wiitlung and ringing. 

Eddying and whisking, 

Spouting and fnslang, 

Tiuning and twisting, 

Aionnd and around. 

With endless rebound ! 

Smiting and fighting, 

A sight to dehght in 
Confounding, astounding. 

Dizzying and deafemng the ear with its sound. 
Collecting, pioj^ting, 

Keceding and speeding, 

And shoclang and locking. 

And darting and paiting, 

And threading and spieading. 

And whizzing and hissing, 

And dripping and skipping, 

And hitting and splitting, 

And shining and twining, 

And rattling and battling, 

And shaking and quaking. 

And pouring and loanng. 

And waving and raving, 

And tossing and crossing, 

And flowing and gomg. 

And raiming and stunning, 
u 3 
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XCIII. 

nOME. 

BY JVllES. MOSYCOMyn^, 

There is a land oi cveiy land the pude, ‘ 

Beloved by heaven o’er all the noild bcsule ; 

Wlieio bughtei suns dispense seicnei light, 

And mildex moons empaiadisc the night ; 

A land of beauty, vutue, valour, truth, 

Time-tutoied age, and love-exalted j outh ; 

The A\andeiing maiiner, whose eyc'exploios 
The wealthiest isles, the most enchanting shoies. 

Views not a lealm so beautiful and fan. 

Nor breathes the spiiit of a purer aii , 

In evciy cliiiio the magnet of his soul. 

Touched by lemembiauce, tiembles to that polo ; 

Por iu this land of heaven’s peculiar grace, 

The heritage of nature’s noblest lace, 

Tlioio IS a spot of eaith snpiomely blest, 

A dciiicr, swectei spot than all the le^t , 

Wheie man, cieation’s tyrant, casts aside 
His sw'oid and sceptic, pageanti}' and piido ; 

^Vhlle iu Ills softened looks benignly blend, 

The sue, the son, the husband, fathei, ii lend 
Hcie w’oiuan reigns, the mother, daiightei, wife, 

Strews with hcah flow’ers the naiiow' way oi life ' 

In the deal heaven of hei delightuil eye, 

An angel-guai-d of loves and giaces lie ; 

Aiouiid hei knees domestic duties meet. 

And jiie-sidc pleasiues gambol at hei feet. 

Where shall that land, that spot of eaith be found ? 

Art thou a man? — a patuot ? look aiouiid , 

0, thou shalt find, how’o’ei thy footsteps loam, 

That laud % country, and that spot thy home. 

On Gieenlaiid’s loclcs, o’ei rude Hamschatkiv’s plains, 
In pale Siberuv’s desolate domains , 
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XGIV 

THE BETTER LAND. 

BY ^BS. HK3XANS. 

“ I HE.UI tliee speak of the hettei land, 

Thou callest its childien a happy hand ; 

Mothei I oh wheie is that ladiant shoie ? 

Shall we not seek it, and weep no inoie ^ 

Is it wheie the flowei of the oiange blows. 

And the fiie-dies glance thiough the myitle boughs 
‘ Not theie, not theie, niy child • ” 

“ Is it wheie the featheiy palm-tiees use, 

And the date glows iipe undei sunny skies ^ 

Or ’midst the gieen islands of glitteiing seas, 

"Wheie fiagiant foieats peifume the bice/e, 

And stiange, blight buds, on then staiiy wings, 
Beai the iich hues of all glouous things?” 

“ Not theie, not theie, my child !” 

“ Is, it fai away, in some legion old, 

Wlieie the liveis waudci o’ei sands of gold? 

Wlieie the buining lays of the niby shine. 

And the diamond lights up the seciet mine. 

And the pearl gleams foith fiom the coial stiand*^ 

Is it theie, sweet mothei, that bettei land'?” 

“ Not theie, not theie, my child ! 

“ Eye hath not seen it, my gentle boy • 

Eai hath not heaid its deep songs of joy , 

Dieams cannot pictme a woild so fan , 

Soiiow and death may not entei theie , 

Tune doth not bieathe on its fadeless bloom, 

Foi beyond the clouds, and beyond the tomb. 

It IS theie, it is thoie my chihl >” 
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Of tlie Ijells, 1 ) 6118 , belk, 

Of the hells, hells, hells, hells. 

Bells, hells, hells — 

To the ihyming and the chiming of the hells I 

Heal the lond alarnm hells — 

Biazen hells ! 

"What a tale of terror, now, their turhulency tells ! 

In the startled eai of night 
How they scream out theii aftiight ! 

Too much horrified to speat. 

They can only shnet, shriek. 

Out of tune, 

111 a clamoious appeahng to the meicy of the fiie. 

In a mad expostulation with the deaf and frantic file, 
Leaping highei, higher, higliei, 

With a desperate desire, 

And a resolute endeavour 
Now — ^now to sit or never, 

By the side of the pale-faced moon. 

Oh, the hells, hells, hells ! 

"What a tale then tenor tells 
Of Be^air I 

How they clang, and clash, and loai ! 

What a,honor they outpom 
On the bosom of the palpitatmg an ! 

Yet the ear it fully ^ows, 

By the twanging, 

And the clanging, 

Hoiv the danger ebbs and flows , 

Yet the ear distinctly tells, 

111 the jangling, 

And the wranglmg. 

How the danger sinks and swells. 

By the sinking or the swelling in the angei of the hells 
Ot the hells — 
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Thvj iiw tJh* uU. 

Ami thi'ir it i. wh;. i .ILi ; 
Ami he lolli, r*41-., rolU, 
iWlK 

A picxiM iVwu thu li'lK J 
Ami hid merry bo,'t»ni dWtlU 
With the ii.cau oj the hclL ! 

Ami he Uames, ami lie velU , 
Keepuiij tune, time, 

In a boit oi Itunic rh)me, 

To the pA'au oi the htlb 
Of the helK . 

ICoeping time, time, time, 

In a doit oi Bunic ihyine, 
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To the thiohbing of the hells — 

Of the bellsj hells, bells — 

To the sobbing of the bells ; 

Keeping time, time, time, 

As he knells, Icnells, Imells, 

In a happy Runic ihyme. 

To the lollmg of the bells-— 

Of the bells, bells, bells — 

To the tolling of the bells, 

Of the bells, bells, bells, bells — 

Bells, bells, bells — 

To the moaning and the gioamng of the bells. 


, XOVI. 

IVRY. 

Dir JIAOAUIiAY 

Now gloiy to the Lord of Hosts, fiom whom all glones are ! 

And glory to oui Sovereign Liege, King Henry of Navaiie » 

Now let theie be the meiiy sound of music and of dance, 

Thiough thy corn-fields green, and sunny vines, oh pleasant 
land of France ! 

And thou Rochelle, our own Rochelle, pioud city of the 
wateis. 

Again let rapture hght the eyes of all thy mouimng 
daughteis 

As thou wert constant in oui ills, be joyous in oui joy, 

Foi cold, and stiff, and stilLaiethey who iviought thy walls 
annoy. 

HuiTah 1 huirah ! a single field hath turned the chance of 
war' 

Hurrah ! hmiah ' for Iviy, and Kmg Heniy of Navane. 

Oh 1 how our hearts were beating, when, at the daivn of day, 

We saw the army of the League diawn out in long airay , 


X 



UJO 


WiUi all Us juicst-lod cUi/aiih, and .dl n- r L* i t* » . », 

Ami Appon/elS sluut mumtr), mid lb midi 

spcur-j 

Theic lodo the biood of i.jKe Lonain, ih*M‘Uf * >»>$ sr Is i i ’ 

And dm k Majcimu na-* m the mid t, a ttn.ahM* in h* 
hiutd 

And, a-T no looked on thmn, wo tlimighl of >*• uo’ i • ’ u ny' i 
dooil, 

And ijood Coligm'h Jioni} hur all ilahhhd *viih h'^ oh- 1. 

And wo tried muo tlic Ininij Gi«l. who rul- > ti**' j »i -o; •. 

To fight foi In'S own holy nauu*, aii<l Utury ot N ur>‘ 

The King U come to mm-hal u., in all Id- irnoior *lr- 

And he luK bound « snow-whit*.* plumt* upon h- ^ v,l n.t . ; 

He looked upon hii people, ami a t». ir w.s- in !>i- > *•' . 

He looked upon the irauoisj, mol lu» ghsiiM v i t- . t ,i» t 
high 

Right giacioiisly he smiled on n-. i- ri>lhd ir*<m ^ f, 
wing, 

Down all oui line, a deakiung shout/ Gud -a^* ..nr rl • 
King ' 

‘ And it my ‘jtamhird-hearer tail, .u- nil udl w.U h. j-i.v — 

Roi ne\ei saw I piomise >ct ufsiuh a blood, it is. — 

Picss w'heic }e see my white plume -lune. a’nai-.. th* wA,-, 
of wai, 

And ho )our oxillarame, to*da\, the hdmet ui X.; i-r,. *’ 


lluiiah I the toes arc moving • Hark to thi, min-d I din 
Ot hie, and steed, and tiump, and drum, aiul ro uin^ 
veun 

Theiieiy Duke is pnekmg last across Smu AmU. s phiu 
■\Vith all the hnehng chivahy of Gneldei-s ami Alniavne 
Kow by the Ups of Uioso )e love, tair gentlemen ot I’lauce. 
Chaigc for the golden lilies, upon them wuh the laiue • 

A thousand spins are stukuig deep, a tUoiisaml si.ears m 
lest, 
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A thousand knights aie piessing close behind the snow- 

And in they huist, and on they lushed, while, like a giudiUo 

Amidst the thickest carnage hlazed the helmet of Navaiie 
Now, God be piaised, the day is onis I Mayenne hath tniued 
his lein 

D'Anmale hath cned for qnaitei. The Flemish Count is 
slain 

Then lauks are hieaking like thin clouds before a Biscay 

gale. ^ ^ , 

The field is heaped with bleeding steeds, and flags, and 
cloven mail 

And then we thought on vengeance, and all along om van, 

‘ Kemembei St. Bartholomew,’ was passed fiom man to man • 
But out spake gentle Hemy, ‘ No Fienchman is my toe 
Down, down with every foieignei, but let your biethien go.’ 
Oh > was theie evei such a knight, in fiiendship oi in wai, 
As oui sovereign lord, king Hemy, the Soldiei of Nayaiie? 

Hoi maidens of Vienna 1 Ho * Matrons of Lucerne I 
■Weep, weep, and rend yom han foi those who_ nevei shall 
return. 

Ho I Phihp, send, for chanty, thy Mexican pistoles, 

That Antueip monks may sing a mass toi thy poor speai- 
meu’s souls 1 

Ho * gallaut nobles of the League, look that youi aims be 
bnght I 

Ho 1 biughere of Saint Genevieve, keep watch and waid to- 
night I 

Por oui God hath crashed the tyrant, oiu God hath raised 
the slave, 

And mocked the counsel of the wise, and the valom ot the 
biave 

Then gloiy to Ins holy name, from ivhom all glones aie , 

.iVnd gloiy to om Soveieigu Lord, King Henry pf Navane. 
\ 2 



With all its jnicst-lcd citi/cas, and all it-i i/dd p/n-, 

And Appcu^cl’s btout iufmitry, and Kgmont’s I'h*»d-h 
bpcarb 

Theie lodo the biood of false Louutn, thciMir-moj our 1 nid » 
And daik Mayonue ivns m the inid-jt, a tiiUKhM/n in lu-. 
hand • 

And, as wo looked on them, no thonijht of .Stine s » mpnrph' I 
flood, 

And good Coligin’s hoar) hair all ilahblcd with Iih bb'^ I. 
And we cued unto the lit mg God, who r«l<, > the i d' </t 
To fight foi his ow'ii holy nunie, and Henry oi Na. arc 

The King is come to mnishal xi% in .dl his unmair dri»t ; 

And ho has bound a wiow -w lute plume upon Jus ^ dl.uii tr< -t 
lie looked upon lus people, and a U.u w.is in lus » \n, , 

He looked upon thetuutors, .md his glauee was sttui an I 
high 

Sight ginciously ho smiled on lUs, as lolhrl trion wi.'.^ tj 
wing, 

Howm all our hue, a deatemng shout,' God s'r.e our hud the 
King ’ 

*' And It luy standard-bearer full, as i.dl mil wtll Ju* mu - 
Foi ncvei saw I piomiae jet ot such a Iduudv iru — 

Piess whcic ye see my white plume shine, amul-t the ranlcs 
of Will, 

And be yoiu ouflamme, to-day, the helmet oi X.uarre ” 

Hunah ' the foes are mo\ing I Ilaik to the mingled tim 
Of fife, and steed, and tiuiup, and dnun, und loinnir cul- 
veim 

Thefieiy Duke is pricking fast across Saint Andie s p! un 
With all the huelmg cluvaliy of Gueldei-s and Alimune 
How by the lips of those ye love, fair geutlemcu oi F,auee . 
Chaige foi the golden blics, upon them with the hmee « 

A thousand spins aie stukmg deep, a thousand .near, m 
lest, ^ 
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A tl>o«nd knighte piestang ote «nd the 
And in tliey bmst, and on they utshecl, while, like a guidinf. 
Amidst the thickest carnage hlazetl the helmet of Navane. 


Now, God he piaised, the day is oms 1 Mayeiine hath turned 
his lein 

D’Amnale hath ciied foi quaitei. The Flemish Count is 


slam 

Their lanks are hieakmg like thin clouds hofoie a Biscay 
gale. 

The field is heaped mtli bleedmg steeds, and Bogs, and 
cloven mad. 

And then we thought on vengeance, and all along om van, 

‘ Kememhei St. Baifcholomew,’ was passed fioin man to man • 
But out spake gentle Heniy, ‘ No Fienchmau is my toe 
Down, down with every foieignei, hut let yoiu hiethion go’ 
Oh ! was theie evei such a kmght, in hiendship oi in wai, 
As oiii sovereign lord, king Hemy, the Soldiei of Nayaiie? 


Ho ! maidens of Vienna I Ho * Matrons of Lucerne > 

Weep, weep, and rend your hau for those who never shall 
letiuii. 

Ho 1 Pluhp, send, foi chanty, thy Mexican pistoles, 

That Antwerp monks may sing a mass foi thy poor spcai~ 
men’s souls 1 

Ho ! gallant nohles of the League, look that youi aims he 
hnght 1 

Ho 1 huigheis of Saint Genevieve, keep watch and waid to- 
night 1 

Foi om God hath crushed the tyiant, om God hath raised 
the slave, 

And mocked the counsel of the wise, and the valom of the 
hiave 

Then gloiy to lus holy name, from whom all gloiies aie , 

And gloiy to om Soveieiga Loid, King Hemy gf Navane. 

X 2 
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xcvn. 

OKNKVIKVK. 

jit t «i4«*uu»<»fr 

Ai.f4 thongUti, nil p«u ■«»«»<, all 
"WhatuMT ‘.tiri tliH mortal fr.iuu*, 

Arc all but mniiitiT t «»i love, 

Ami fetal bn nacual tlame 

Oit in my waKimj ihcam-i »b» I 
Luo o’or ogam that haj/jiy hour, 

When mulwny on the mount I lay, 
Besulo the nulled totter. 

The moonshine, stealing o’er the ■•Ctii**, 
Had blended ttith the lights oi c\e , 
And she ttiia thou*, mv hoiu*, my jo), 
My ottu dear Genevieve I 

She leaned ngaiuht the armed m m, 

The btatuo of the armed Knight ; 

She stood and listened to my lay 
aVmul the lingering light 

Few sorrows hath she of her own, 

My hope, my joy, my Genevieve I 
She loves mo beat tthene'er I sing 
The songs that make her grieve. 

I played a soft and doleiul an, 

I sang an old and moving atoiy — 

An old lude song that suited well 
That rum wild and hoaiy. 

She listened with a flitting blush. 

"With down-cast eyes and modest giace , 
For well she knew I could not chooao 
But gaze upon her face. 
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I told lier of tlie Kniglit that wore 
Upon, his shield a bmmng hiand ; 

And that foi ten long yeaas he wooed 
The lady of the land. 

I told hei how he pined , and ah t 
The deep, the low, the pleading tone 
With which I sang anothei’s love, 

Intel pieted my ovrsx 

She listened with a flitting blnsh, 

With down-cast eyes and modest giace, 
And she forgave me that I ga^ed 
Too fondly on hex face 

But when I told the ciuel scorn 
Winch mazed this bold and lovely Knight, 
And that he mossed the mountain woods, 
Koi lested day noi night ; 

But sometimes from the savage den, 

And sometimes from the daiksome shade, 
And sometimes staiting up at once, 

In gieen and sunny glade, 

There came and looked him in the face 
An angel beautiful and biight , 

And that he knew it was a fiend, 

This miseiable Kmght ' 

And that, nnlmowing what he did, 

He leaped amid a mmderons band, 

And saved from outiage woise than death 
The lady ot the land , 

Aivl hqw she wept and clasped Ins knees, 
And how she tended him in vam— • 

Anti ever to stiove to expiate 
The scorn that cnued Ins brain, 

X 3 



Ami tlut «]io JiUHf/l liun ui u 
And l>o\v lii'j iiimln* wnl vw,»/, 

Whoa on thu jcdhav iokiI t 
A <ly»nif lima he lay ; 

ffis dyn>« word-.,— but I r.-s'Jad 

Tlmt tenduicit lerain oi all Uu‘ dstt^., 

My laltcnnif \oic« and pan .in ' harp 
Di‘>turbod her houI with puy I 

All impul-vC'i 01* -and and -lunno 
Had thrdled my ;,;»iihd.-* Ih iievi. /i-, 
Tho mu'.u; and the tluleinl t de, 

Tiio rich und balmy i.ve; 

And hnpe-i, ami icir. th »t kindle hop-, 
An undi-.Ungui-ihablc thron.' , 
a\.nd gentle winhc-. long -.nhdiu'dj 
Subdued ami eherytcd long ( 

She w'cpt with pity and dtdight, 

She blushed with love mul virgin di nnc 
a\nd like the murmur ut u dream 
I houid her bieathe my luime. 

Her bo'.om hea\ed, she ^tept a^ide, 
ais conscious oi my look she slept , 
Then, suddenly, w'ltli timoroim eye, 

She fled to mo and wept. 

She halt enclosed mo witli her arms, 
She pressed mo with a meek embrace. 
And bending back bei head, looked up 
a\.nd gazed upon my face. 

’Twas partly love, and partly fear, 

And paitly ’twas a bashful art, 

That I might rather feel than see 
The swelhng of hei heart. 
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I calmed her fears , and she was calm, 
And told her love with virgin pride ; 
Add so I won my Grenevieve, 

My blight and beauteous bride 1 


xcvni 

THE PASSAGE OP THE BEB SEA. 

Sr BlSROP HEBEU. 

Poi.li many a coal-black tribe and cany spear, 

The hireling guaids of Misiaim’s thione, weie there, 

Piom distant Cush they trooped, a wairioi tram, 

Siivah's gieen isle and Sennaai’s maily plain . 

On eithei wing their fieiy couiseis check 
The paiched and sinewy sons of Amalek • 

While close behind, inured to feast on blood, 

Decked in Behemoth’s spoils, the tall Shangalla strode. 
Mid bla^ng helms and bucldeis rough with gold, 

Saw ye how sivift the scythed chaiiots idled? 

Lo, these aie they, ivhom, lords of Afric’s fates, 

Old Thebes had poured thiough all her hundred gates, 
Mothei of annies I — How the emeialds glowed, 

Where, flushed with powei and vengeance. Pharaoh rode I 
And btoled m white, those biazcn wheels before, 

0^lrls’ ark his swaithy wizards bore ; 

And, still icsponsivo to the trumpet’s cry, 

The priestly faibtrum murmured — Victory. 

Why swell these shoutb that rend the doaert's gloom ? 
Why come ye foith to combat? Warriors, ivhom? 

These flocks and herds, this faint and weary train 
lied from the scourge, and recent from the chain ? 

God of the Poor, the poor md friendless ca\e! 

Guer and Lord ot Freedom, help the slaie ! 

^vrth, south, and wcjt, the sandy whirlwmda fly. 
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DotVii, il'iV.ii Uf’V j' i- 1 j t« |» i,t I Lji * t. ; ' 

Arutnul rtii*. in j ti 'tin'’ tft 'r * h 

Th'* ’tin M‘nt i*>» !» i, {h> <».•{< t‘, ■ v. rl I j 

Ami iliiwt'i * til it Mu lU l» n* >th tl,* * " . „ ^ » r, 

Ami tin* '»M »*iH» rwi**! fiiuitt, n* <'•« 
Down, ''■tltil) (luttii till* niir*»n ji... tfn^. tv vj . 

The lj«nlliu|4: u Uvr-i s(«<rin .Ui*n«‘ tft'ur f • v»i 
Wlnlo mi bchinil ri'tin • the 'iiifaii^^ 'hv, 

Ami fml«‘» nu KilijiuS !iill-» »!■* Kie-it nv 
Yot not hom I-'i.iM IhU tin* JriunlU fi^ht, 

Oi (link to them, <»r t.lieeih-'., «. ina* iltL- luyfit. 

Still in then \.ui, 'ilunij tint ilr<.'t(lful ro.nl, 

- BUi/cd liroml anil nerto the bi.nuliahttl •^’Ayrd ot Cunl. 
It-j metcoi glaie a tenfold luatie gfive, 

On the long niaror oi the ro'jy wave 
While Its blest botiins ti sunlikc heat aiippl^j ^ 

Wtum every cheek, and dance m c\ciy e\e 
To them alone, foi IMisiaiui’s ni/aid train 
Invoke foi liglit their monstei-god'> m lain • 

Olondb heaped on clouds their struggling siglit coniine, 
And tenfold daikness bioods aboie then line. 

Yet on they fnie, by leclde&s vengeance led, 

And lange unconscious through the ocean's bed, 

Till nudway now, that strange and fieiy foim 
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^ Showed liis diead visage, hgliteiung thiongli the stoim ; 
With witheinig splendour blasted all then might, 

And biake their chaiiot- wheels, and maned their couisers’ 
flight 

“ Fly, Misiaim, fly 1” The lavenons floods they see, 

And, fieicei than the floods, the Deity 
“ Fly, Misiaim, fly !” Fiom Edom's coial stiond 
Again the Piophet stietched his dieadful wand 
With one wild ciash the thundeiing wateis sweep. 

And all is waves, a daik and lonely deep — 

Yet o'ei these lonely waves such muimnrs past, 

As moital ivailing swelled the nightly blast 
And stiange and sad, the whispenng singes boie 
The gioans of Egypt to Aiabia’s shoie 

Oh ' welcome came the mom, wheie Isiael stood. 

In ti listless wondei by the avenging flood I 
Oh ! welcome came the cheeifiil morn, to show 
The diifted meek of Zoan’s pnde below , 

The mangled limbs of men, the bioken car, 

A few sad lelics of a nation's war 
Alas, how few ! Then soft as Ehm's well, 

The precious teais of new-born fieedom tell 
And he, whose haidened heait alike had home 
The house of bondage, and the oppressoi’s scoin, 

The stubborn slave, by hope's new beams subdued. 

In faultermg accents sobbed his giatitude — 

Till, kindling into waimei zeal, aiound 
The vugiii timbiel waked its silvei sound 
And in fierce joy, no moie by doubt suppiest. 

The stiuggling spint thiobbedm Muiam’s breast 
She, with baie aims and fixing on the sky 
The daik tianspaience of hei lucid eye. 

Poured on the winds of heaven hei wild sweet harmony. 

» Wheie now,” she sang “ the tall Egyptian spear ’ 

“On's sunldce shield, and Zoan’s chariot, wheie ? 

“Above then lanks the whebmng waters spiead 


“ Shout, fo.ul, sor fh<’ )m*}{ titu!<jj*h ,'J ’ ” 
And r\v.'iy {fiuto •*», .11 .'iirnsij >»,;j 

I’ryiu lrih»‘ to tjihi* th** m »rtt ij Ihot* i* i.>»'r , 
And loud nnd r.»r th'ir .totnt/ I'h'om tj.r .d 
Hhyul, Iiru'd, I'^r tliu hith trSun.i-ind * ' 


XtMX. 

IT IS <{t){»I> TO UK HKUi:/ 


•it til wO.{ r wofiti > 

Tho mithor of .• jr . « s » t r «* > 

Umgtitigo tiUtl iluiiol.yu il uji.wt- ol.' {uf {J «-•« t, j{ .^ { ^ * ?. 

It !•• liood to li-’ h« r»* , 

Ij thou uilt. lot uh hudd— hut lor v.houv { 

Nor Klins noi 'loos .i|»jit'rtr , 

But thtt shudou -) oi t'\ti thu out-oiui' lit *»vUh >m 
Tlic abode oi the dead and th»' jil-'v-o oi thu tomb 

Shall uo build to AiiibUum i Ah no! 

Aiirjolitud, ho *.luuiK«,ih .m,iy , 

Fox 'jce, they wouhl pm him In low 
In IX small uaixow caNO, and boitiri with t»ld ilij, 

To the moancst oi roptdes a peer .md a pxt) , 

To Beauty ? Ah no * she forgets 
The chaiius which she w'ielded hefoio , 

Noi knows the toul w'oiiu that he ixctj? 

The skin which but yesteiday fools coviUl adore. 

For the smoothness it held oi the tint w'huh u woie 

Shall wohuilcl to the pm pie of Fade, 

The tiappiiigs which dizeu the pxoud ? 

Alas ! they aie all laid aside, 

And heie’s neithoi diess noi adornments allow'ed, 

But the long wiuduig-sheet and the hinge of tlie shioud 
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To Eitilves ? Alas ! ’fas in vain , 

'W’lio lucl in tlieii tin ns liave been linl , 

The tieasmesaio squandeiecl again, 

And beie in the giave aie all metals foibid 
But tbe tinsel that shines on the dailc coffin lid. 

To the pleasuies which Miith can affoid, 

The level, the laugh, and the jeei ? 

Ah ! heie is a plentiful boaid ! 

But the guests aie all mute as then pitiful cheei, 

And none but the woim is a levellei heie 

Shall we build to Affection and Love ? 

All no 1 they have witheied and died, 

Or fled ivith the spiiit above 
Fiiends, brotheis, and sisteis aie laid side by side, 

Yet none have saluted, and none have leplied 

Unto Sonow^ — The dead cannot gneve, 

Not a sob, not a sigh meets mine eai. 

Which Compassion itself could lelieve 
Ah, sweetly they slumbei, noi love, hope, oi feai , 

Peace ! peace is the watch-woid, the only one heie. 

Unto Death, to whom monaichs must bow ? 

Ah no • foi his enipne is known, 

And here theie aie trophies enow I 
Beneath the cold dead, and aiound the dark stone 
Aie the signs of a sceptie that none may disown 

The first tabernacle to Hope we mil build, 

And look ioi the sleepers aiound us to iise • 

The second to Faith, which insmes it fulfilled , 

And the thud to the Lamb of the gieat sacnhte. 

Who beqiieathed us them both ivhen Ho rose to the bkiea. 
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Tiw v.U ir.u {, th»l liu*' » 

Uu'tli'.il uiij»t-t»ou >U^ .ji < t„ •>!, .V* f’u*’, 

IJy Mulilvu u«>hI \,jth uU hu liMijy 
fcjlycul still; uul ltwsl» <il kiml '(iH. 

A ilfop an«l ihcailml 

IIujio Uksl m every* bn .hi, ami »t» all m*‘U 

Ciimo uui and trouibUu^. None to hk m-ji'liloiir oj. s.e 

llusbiiiul tlieuglit not of wile, nor oi In r child 

The mother, nor iriond of incmi, ni*r lou of in.. 

In hoirible susijciisc all mort.ik blood , 

And, as they btood and liatened, chariots werv, he mi. 
Rolling in heaven Revealed in llumuig lire, 

The angel of God appealed inhtatiirc vast, 

Blazing, and, lilting up hw hand on high, 

By Him that lives for evei, awoie, that Time 
Should be no more. Throughout, creation heard 
And sighed , nil rivers, lakes, and seas, and woods, 
Desponding waste, and cultivated vale, 

Wild cave, and ancient hiU, and every rock, 

Sighed Earth, anested m her wonted path, 

As ox struck by the lifted axe, when nought 
Was feared, in all her entrails deeply groaned. 



241 


^ A universal crash was heard, as if 
The ribs of Nature hiolce, and all her dark 
Foundations failed j and deadly paleness sat 
On eveiy face of man, and every heart 
Grew chill, and eveiy knee his fellow smote 
None spoke, none stirred, none wept , foi hoiioi held 
All motionless, and fetteied every tongue. 

Again, o’ei all the nations silence fell 
And, in the heavens, robed in excessive light, 

That diove the thick of darlmess far aside, 

And walked with penetiation keen, thiough all 
The abodes of men, another angel stood, 

And blew the tiump of God Awake, ye dead. 

Be changed, ye living, and put on the garb 

Of immoitality. Awake, arise I 

The God of judgment comes ! This said the voice, 

And Silence, from eternity that slept 

Beyond the spheie of the cieating Woid, 

And all the noise of time, awakened, heaid 
Heaven heaid, and earth, andfaithest hell through all 
Hei regions of despan , the eai of Death 
Heaid, and the sleep that foi so long a night 
Pressed on his leaden eyelids, fled , and all 
The dead awoke, and all the living changed. 

Old men, that on then staff, bending, had leaned, 
Crazy and hail, or sat, benumbed with age, 

In weaiy listlessness, npe foi the grave, 

Felt thiough then sluggish veins and witheied limhs, 
New vigour flow, the wrinkled face giew smooth , 
Upon the head, that time had lazored baie, 

Bose bushy locks , and as his son in prime 
Of stiength and youth, the aged father stood. 
Changing herself the mothei saw her son 
Glow up, and suddenly put on the form 
Of manhood , and the wietch, that begging sat, 
Dimbless, deformed, at coniei of the way, 



irnnumhul oi 1 ih ointv’h, at joint nU'l 
AiO 0 cuinplt l« , ‘uni in*; ti» ‘V on Mv* 

Ot luuitul ‘Jitkiu T*, norji With focn ta >, ' 

i^ii> hioatlnni^ Joith In* mul to «{-vth, nh uv < 

Tlvvj litU' oi hfu lui'l vigour m-*Uin^ h ; 

AikI looking uji, hcln.'hl !«> w^ wu* , 

Ami ilunghon that «/• r hun, I'* n lin<. i 

To cloio iu>> ey*;-.. The uauuo m i'lut m, to 
In who^o conUi-»'‘fl hr »ui Iia<l loit 

Hoi* way, long thi\on at lamlom to an-l iro, 

Glow* huijoij^uuil hi-i nitiuacl'*-* n U oti. 

The uow'ly •jhoitOflt.oipiC arov, au«l stare i 
On thu-^o who ihos-iul it; ami tUo oothu**l d i i. 
That mon wore h<Mring to tin; t<>*nh, a*’.ol.<’, 
aVml mimj:k<l with thoii irmml.; an-l anai>'» uh, h 
The uuuiii luqwi'ioil, mot m tho ruuvtit '•hovk 
Oi battle, saw the bloothn^ rank.-, now jalKn, 
lliso up at ouco, ami to tlmir ghastly ch- okt 
lletmn the stvoam oi liio in laalthy ilow , 

Ami as tijo auaiuJiiHl, with all lu i b iml 
Oi imle 4lisuplo><, o’er the subjttl hung, 

Ami impolitely howool lus way, through b«»m.s 
Ami musolos oi iho wuro*! human lonn, 

Exposing barbarously to wanton ga/e, 

The my’steiios ot nature, joint ombi.ntd 
^ His kiiulrcil joint, llie w oumicil Jlesh grew up, 

Ami smltlculy the injured man awoke, 

Among then hands, and stood ariayed com[iUte 
lu immortality — lorgiving starcc, 

The insult oftoied to his day in death. 

That w'aa the hour, long wished toi by the good, 
Oiumvcisal Jubilee to all 
The sons of bondage horn the oppressor's hand 
The scourge ot violence fell, and from his bade, 
Healed of its stripes, the bmden of the slave 
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The youth ofgient loligious soul, who sat 
Eetiied in voluntaiy loneliness, 

In ic\eiie extiavagant now wiappecl, 

Oi poiiiig now on book of ancient date, 

With filial awe, and dipjttug oft his pen 
To wiite immortal things ; to plcasuie deaf, 

And joys of common men, woiking lus way 
With mighty cneigy, not unmspiied, 

Tliiough all the mines of thought , leckless of pain, 
And weauness, and wasted health, the scoff 
Of Piide, 01 giowl of Envy’s hellish biood 
T\niilo Fancy, voyaged fax beyond the boimcls 
Ot yeais xovealed, heaid many a futuie age. 

With commendation loud, lepeat lus name, — 

Ftdse piophetessi the day of change was come,-r 
Beluud the shadow of eternity 
He saw lus visions set of eaithly fame, 

Foi evei set j noi sighed, while thiough lus veins, 

In lighter cmient, lan immortal life , 

His foim lenewed to uudecaymg health , 

To undecaying health, his sold, eiewhile 
Not tuned amiss to Grod’s eternal praise. 

All men in field and city, by the way. 

On land oi sea, lolling m goigeous hall, 

Oi plying at the oai , ciawling m lags 
Obscuie, 01 dazzling in embioidered gold ; 

Alone, in companies, at home, abioad ; 

V In waiiton meniment suiprised and taken 

* Or kneeling leveiently in act of piayei , 

Oi cuising lecklessly, oi utteiing hes, 

Oi lapping gieedily, fiom slandei’s cup. 

The blood of reputation , oi between 
Fnendships and biotheihoods devising stiife , 

Oi plotting to defile a neighboui’s bed , 

In duel met with daggei of levenge , 

Oi casting, on the widow’s heiitage, 

Y 2 



The oyc of covc^o«sno^^ ; or with iiiU hand 
On incicy's noibolo<jS ciroufk, unohiomd, 
Aduiinisterlng ; or inoUtrttin:^ nainl 
Ami deeds ot houtd harhaioiH intent , 

In full piu->iut of une\i>ein*nw‘<l hoji**, 

Ifluttenng along the flowery pathot vouth; 

' 0i steeped m disappointment 'h hitt* nw'-t, 

Tlio fovoied cup that guilt mn-'t y’.erdrin!{, 
'When parched ami lalntingon t)ii* ronl oi ill , 
Beggar and long, the clown and haughty hml , 
Tlie vcnoiable sago, and empty fop, 

The ancient matron, ami the bude *, 

The viigin chaste, and slai%»Ued harlot viL*; 
The savage ficico, and man ot Htieiicc, mild ; 

The good and e\ il, in .i momtni all 
Were changed, conuptible to mcorrupt, 

And mortal to immortal, ne'er to change. 

a\nd now, debceiuhng itoiu the bower^ oi hca. 
Soft airs o’er all thoeuitli, spreading, were hcvivd 
And Ilallelujahs sweet, the iuumony 
OfiJghtcous souls that came to ropo-!-)e'> 

Then long neglected bodies , and anon 
Upon the eai lell hoiubly the sound 
Of cuiaing, ami the yells of damned despair, ‘ 
Uttered by felon spnits that the tuimp 
Had summoned horn the biumiig glooms oi hell 
To put then bodies on, le^erved tor woe. 
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